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Constantinople: Birth of an Empire 


0 


"Men who saw night coming down about them 
could somehow act as if they stood at 

the edge of dawn.” 


LFTTEft OF A CONFEDERATE SOLDIER, 
WRimif SHORTLY BEPORB HU DSATH 


FOREWORD * 


T 

Ahi 3 15 THE STOEY of i City built by survivors. As oft^n 
happens in a great disaster, these survivors were not one 
people ethnically, but a fusion of many peoples. They gathered 
togrther to defend not so much their lives and property as tjieir 
way of life. In so doing they displayed a certain perversity; they 
refused to sunender (heir ci^. They kept on refusing for 
nearly a thousand years. History has nam^ them the Byzaa> 
tines. 

They were alone in their survival. In the West a long 
twilight fell on the Roman Empire during the centuries be' 
tween a.d. 200 and 450. It ended in the darkness of the first 
Middle Age. In the East, however, the inhabitants of this city 
learned the hard lessons of disaster, and they managed to 
hold back the night. 


4 
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Forfword 


Their city bore many names, including Constantinople and 
the Guarded City, before it became known to everyone as 
Byzantium. Like its people, it had a certain peculiarity. It lay 
on a small promontory between the tideless inland seas, where 
the three continents of Eiirope, Asia, and Africa came closest 
together. Ancient caravan routes tended toward it, and great 
rivers led away from it. So the waters that gave access to the 
hinterlands of the continents also served to protect the point 
of land on which Constantinople stood. Probably nowhere 
else could the ancient civilization of the Mediterranean have 
been preserved. 

Its preservation was the work of many men through long 
lifetime spans. Our story is concerned with one century, the 
sixth century of Our Lord. The greater part of this time is 
known for good reason as the Age of Justinian. It was by no 
means a so-called golden age; it was shaped by intense effort 
to bold to values in human life. Out of that effort came 
something unforeseen, and too little understood until now. 

The men of Constantinople managed to change the twi- 
liglit on their horizon into the dawn of a new age, the dawn 
before the light of modem times. We are the heirs, not of a 
glory of Greece and a grandeur of Rome, but of their eSort in 
that city between the seas fourteen centuries ago. 


I END • 
OF AN 
AGE 


T 

Amp. fust cTvaiZATsoN of our ancestors in western 
Europe arose in the towns. There it stayed. It passed in the 
obscurity before history from the porticoes of a Knossos to 
the piled rochs of a Mycenae, and to the tawny height oi an 
Acropolis. Minoan-Creeknian was shaped byjris city‘5tate,*un' 
aware at first of the vastness of the world b^ond it. 

Minoan>Creek civilization was sea*bome. taking refuge 
in the protecting walls of ports. Perhaps the Middle Sea, the 
Mediterranean itself, became a cause of this coinpartmenta- 
tion of separate city*states. For it offered no single passageway 
by water, at least to primitive navigators in open boats. 
Peninsulas and island archipelagos divided it; contrariwise, ite 
arms and bays stretched inland, so that early explorers knew 
it as a collection of smaller familiar seas, the Aegean, Ionian, 


# 
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Adriatic, and so on to the far Euxine (Black) Sea, Those 
explorers, venturing into strange waters, came home with 
tales of wonders seen. Tlie dim tradition of the Argonauts 
bears witness to temptations of strange sirens and perils of 
unknown, clashing rocb on their voyage to the edge of dark¬ 
ness at tlie cloudy Caucasus, where Prometheus reared in 
eternal chains. 

Although divided in this manner, the Middle Sea offered a 
life-giving boon to its inhabitants. Its warmth kept the small 
rivers free from ice and the fertile, forested land drenched 
with rain, The seafaring Carthaginians were the first to girdle 
most of its coasts with trading posts; the Romans first gained 
power, with acumen, by building a fleet, and, with ntthlessness, 
destroying Carthage, mistress of its waters, The power of 
the Caesars never managed to progress far inland beyond the 
line of the two rivers Danube and Rlnne in the north, and the 
Sahara in the south. Or if it did so, it came to regret the feat 
in one way or another. 

This same power of the city on the Tiber had arisen in the 
first place by breaking down another compartmentation, that 
of human superstition, These ancient ci^-states of the west 
had all formed around sanctuaries where a sacred fire usually 
burned. Each sacrificed to gods of its own, and to ancestors 
buried in its earth—to ancestral spirits of the misty under¬ 
wood which might give help or harm to their descendants, the 
human beings. 

Even in its golden age in the fifth century before Christ 
the city of Athens heeded its invisible rulers, the deities who 
made known their will through omens, As for the ancestral 
spirits, they endured stubbornly, to become the manes or 
household habits of Roman families. Hardly less than the 
authority of these unseen guardians was that of the munici¬ 
pality itself over its citizens. They were no more than the 
slaves of the state. Even Plato argued that children belonged 
less to their parents than to the city. 
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And on the Italian peninsula the influence of the mcmcs 
held like bands of steel. Each lather, as priest of the family, 
served the household gods; each gens guarded its walled 
community, calling outlandcis pagani —pagans—and strangers 
peregrini —wanderers. These might* find shelter outside the 
walls, but could not participate in festivals or sacrifices. The 
mysteries of the civic sanctuary were kept as seaet as the 
Sibylline Bocks of Rome. In this Roma Dea, where ancestral 
temples surrounded the guarded sacred fire, the power of the 
father over his family, of the gens over its collected families, 
and of the civiios, the united city, over all held steadfast for a 
long time. Yet, oddly enough, this religion of the early Ro¬ 
mans was not a true municipal religion. And from that came 
the city’s first strength, 

Because her walls enclosed differing peoples more numerous 
than her seven hills, the temples around that earliest forum 
sheltered as many gods. There was a Jupiter from Praeneste 
and a Venus from the Sabine hills. If there could ever be a 
melting pot of deities it was here in the Pantheon, to serve 
all vanquished peoples. Accordingly her laws made room for 
the laws of Etruria or Latium. In this way Rome Dea, unlike 
a single Creek polis, developed the power of a cosmopolis. 
In her last days the poet Claudian could exclaim that within 
her borders ‘'the stranger walks in every land as if it were his 
own; he drinks at will the waters of the Rhone or the Oron^, 
for the whole earth belongs to a single people.” 

Claudian's last phrase, however, was not true. 

To this original strength was added loyalty to tradition. In 
the unpredic^ble city-states of Hellas, a Socrates might argue 
for a man's conscience against the tyranny of tradition. 
Certainly, as enlightenment came to them, the imaginative 
Hellenes shifted their devotion from their native cities to 
other things, a political cause or a social class, l^ereafter men 
fought for such things within the city. A 'TTteban might find 
the leader of his cause in a Macedonian invader. The last 

•• 
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bitter strife of Athens against Sparta was not so much a war 
between dries as a struggle to the death between a democracy 
and an aristocracy. 

Nothing of the kind tiansformed Rome, As Roman power 
derived from her municfpal melting pot, it endured by the 
inexorable will of the state, at first given voice by the princeps, 
the first citizen, supreme magistrate and archpriest of the gods 
as well. Moreover, as the state gained supremacy over others, 
the privileges of Roman dtizenship enlarged vastly, to much 
more than dictatorship over laws and freedom from taxes. 
Citiaenship not only conferred superiority over other men, but 
brought also incfeasing comfort in living as if from the 
peculiar favor of a goddess confined within its walls, Abun¬ 
dance. Under such conditions the lower strata of humans might 
not reverence tradition as much as thepofentiores, but, by and 
large, were content to enjoy their ease of life in the shadow 
of the wealthy. Spasmodic revolts by one class, gladiators or 
slaves, did not seriously alter this traditional way of life. 
Later on, a tenement dweller who lived on the dole might not 
sit beside a patridan who had his seat reserved in the theater, 
but both of them saw the same show. Both of them had been 
raised to the same ease of life by slave labor; barbarian gladi¬ 
ators provided the entertainment, and the food ration of the 
dty came from remote provinces. 

jtcvolt did not arise in those conquered provinces to threaten 
the reigning cit^. Rome was tolerant, at first. Her satellites 
kept their coundls, and—what was more important—their 
customs. Then, too, their local gods might well be among 
those honored in the Pantheon by the Tiber, But tolerant 
Kama Dea grew into the all-conquering Homo Aefarna. All 
privileges belonged, henceforth, to her dtizens; all labor fell 
upon the slaves or the other classes. 

Aware of this peril of empire, St. Augustine wrote in his 
book The City Of Cod: . is it well for good men to 

rejoice in extending an entire? If human affairs had been 
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happ/f without war being waged, all kingdoms would have re¬ 
mained small. Many kingdoms of nations would have re¬ 
joiced , . , together, like neighbors within a city." Even this 
bishop of a small African port, confronted by the collapse of 
an empire, still uses the simile of*neighbois within a city. 
(Although he is aware of something new intruding: Tvtions.) 

Nor was the Roman Empire challenged by a strong enemy. 
The cosmopolis had made its great effort in destroying Car¬ 
thage and mastering the whole of the Middle Sea. i^ter that, 
conquests went on according to plan. The citizens of Rome 
Dea learned to stage with splendor the triumphal return home 
of her emperors. As early as the Augustarr age, Vergil could 
put it that her mission was "to rule with peace the vanquished 
foes." (Augustine put it differently in a.d. 400, saying that the 
Romans held that ‘liberty was not enough unless domination 
should be added to it/’j Yet the moody Hadrian was not 
happy within the city walls, and the restless Trajan sought 
new frontiers beyond sight of tlie Tiber. On his triumphal 
column in the forum built for him there is one scene still visi¬ 
ble, a miniature of Roman achievement. 

Touched with rare artistry, it reveals the dynamic Trajan 
about to step into a longboat on an unknown frontier river. 
Men of the countryside will row the boat. Behind them rise 
the symbols of empire, tire revered standards of the legions, 
the fortified gate of a town already possessed of an ampjii- 
theater and temple. Curiously enough, the*soldier-emperor 
wears a civilian toga. Not yet did the emperors display them¬ 
selves in war’s uniform. In appearance at least Trajan re¬ 
mains the first citizen of the ancient city, the archpriest who 
had been pontifex maximus of Rom<i Deo. 

By lliat time (a.p. 117), however, the city had become the 
nerve center of the great western Empire, No rival power 
roused the energy of its people. No rival culture stirr^ the 
lethargy of the Hellenic-Roman. In proof, the mechanical 
wonder of aqueduct and highway reached to the limes—forti- 
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fied zone—of the frontieR. At the desert’s edge a garrison 
town like Timgad had its municipal baths and theater. 
Within its guard towers a garrisoii soldier off duty might read 
the roll of a bookMvhile he sipped his bowl of wine; outside 
wandered shadowy peofde, primitive or pagan. So far had 
stretched the limits of the city of Romulus. 

And no farther extended the culture of the Romans, which 
knew neither missionaries nor wandering philosophers. For 
the Romans did not share the curiosity of the Greeks about 
lands beyond their horizon. They did not explore after Trajan's 
day. Tlicir one recorded world map is a road map of the 
Empire itself, ordered made by Agrippa, the builder of the 
Pantheon, The only truly Roman geography gives merely 
the distances between the towns. (Claudius Ptolemy, tlie 
astronomical-minded cosmographer, was an Egyptian, and his 
plotting of the sphere of the earth attracted little attention 
for five centuries.) The best-trained physical scientists worked 
as road surveyors. They never managed to follow imaginative 
Greek thought toward outer space. This complacency took its 
toll from them. The world proved to be larger tJian they 
thought. 

In buried Pompeii there survives a wall painting as real as 
a candid camera likeness of Roman tradition. In the luxurious 
Villa Boscoreale the living room imitates a verdant outdoors. 
And there, watching the ritual of the Roman home, stands a 
solitary philosopher, gnarled and beggarly, leaning on his staff. 
He may have been a Greek Cynic, hired to tutor the children 
of this unknown wealthy family. Or he may have been one of 
those preachers from the East, a Christian who appealed to 
credulous women and slaves. In Rome itself the Christians left 
their earliest picturings only underground in the network of 
the catacombs. Above ground the monuments and the mural 
paintings were those of pagan Rome. 

This vast apparatus for comfortable living remained intact 



XI 


End of cm Age 

for a long time, The Romans never realized what they had 
destroyed for the sake of utility. The gay Greek spirit had 
taught them only amusing games, just as Greek music had 
been made to enliven their banquets. Oot of the research 
of an Aristotle they gleaned only what was useful to them— 
turning an embryo invention of steam into an excellent 
pyrocaust for heating Soors, Vcrgi!, their propaganda poet, 
cried that they left to others “to map the stars ... or, with 
happier grace to evoke from bronze a living face.’* 

Yet already within this vast housing of Roman engincerirjg 
human vitality was failing, 

The life now flowing into the great gates of the city was 
that of the Mediterranean over which it had ruled. "The 
waters of the Orontes Bowed into the Tiber." While Greek 
rhetors tutored Roman youth, Cretan fishermen brought 
rarities of the sea to the tables of magnates and Syrian 
merchants carried silk to ladia in patrician atriums. The 
ghosts of earlier Mediterranean cultures had been made useful 
to the Romans. Berber caravans fetched ivory for ornament 
and black slaves for labor from the deserts, and Ethiopian 
seamen, instead of Roman shipmasters, brought the luxuries 
of India from remote seas. The only Roman fleets were the 
grain carriers making the seasonal run to Africa and the coasts 
of the Euxine. As for manufactured articles, they were be^cr 
made by now in the provinces, to be imported to the city 
on the Tiber, where the wealth sufficed to pay for imports— 
until the supply of gold failed. So recruits for the armed forces 
were drawn from the barbarian peoples settled in the provinces 
—until the armed forces were sustained only by barbarian 
manpower. 

These happenings brought a certain awareness of danger. 
Efforts were made to return to the welhbcing of the early 
Empire by re-enacting the past. Sacrifices to the ancient gods 
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of the Pantheon became ritual. Within the city the old ruling 
order of the Semifus p<ipulus<iue Romanus was invoked in 
speeches, if not in reality. It is clear today, but it was not so 
evident then, how all that had clianged, never to be the same 
again. The senatorial ord^r openir^ its ranks to wealthy com¬ 
moners and then to military strong men—the Latin farmers 
yielding to sharecroppers, then to slave labor—the very agri¬ 
cultural and mining machinery no longer furnished slaves by 
absentee landowners. The vast city becoming a parasite, draw¬ 
ing its strength from the provinces and captive labor—without 
vision to rouse the energies of its people. 

As for the poputl Romani, they were becoming merely the 
population of the city of Rome, numbering very nearly one 
million, This society did not feel itself threatened for the 
simple reason that it was securely protected. The moribund 
city had no premonition of inward collapse, Tliis came after 
the glory of Trajan and the long peace of the Antonines 
(a.o. 1^^292). During the third Christian century the entire 
structure of the Empire broke apart in dvil conflict and ensu¬ 
ing wars. 

The wars gave no anticipation to the populace of Roma 
Aetema that its civiliaation would come to an end. The weak¬ 
ening of the Empire was more apparent to barbarians outside 
the frontiers. 

After the inward shock of the third century came the in¬ 
vasion of the outer peoples. In the east, desert folk defied the 
Caesars. From the cloudy north, nomadic folk pressed over 
the frontier rivers. The Romans were suffering now from 
their lack of curiosity about the rest of the world. Yet they 
understood military peril and reacted sharply to it. The city, 
you might say, felt itself besieged. Aurdian (a.o. 271-5) 
restored the battle fronts, and built around the city a wall 
meant to be impregnable. It stands today. But Aurdian 
was murdered by an officer clique. 

Then, as the internal stres| increased, came a third impact. 
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Roman military complacency felt the force of strange religions 
of the East. 

Now the Romans of late had looked upon that East as a 
frontier, the oriens. But there beyond t^their guard posts 
stretched the vastness of Asia. They*no longer sent soldiers or 
merchants to explore the hinterland as in the Augustan age 
or Trajan's day. 

In Asia great cities had fallen, but their cultures had en¬ 
dured. Tyre had gone the way of Nineveh, yet had left a herit¬ 
age for others to enter upon. More than that, the downfall of 
an empire had not ended a civilization. Why that should have 
been is not entirely clear today. Perhaps the nations of Asia 
bad learned more from each other than we realize. Perhaps 
a physical city meant less to their welfare. The people of Moses 
had departed from the flcshpots of Egypt to seek a land of 
their own. Certainly the great religions of the East escaped 
from the boundaries of the political states. Into dominant, 
pagan Rome, these religions had entered only in clandestine 
fashion. But as distress intensified, ordinary folk sought solace 
in mysticism. The ancient city gods no longer answered their 
questions. Nor did reason suffice. Educated Cynics might 
explain the causes of disaster, and Stoics argue the need of 
new values, but the illiterate longed for help. 

It came from the clandestine faiths, not from Agrippa’s 
Pantheon. It brought hopeless people to pray in cave^or 
crypt or synagogue, whether to Mani or Mithra of the sun, 
or Yahveh, or Jesus. Those who prayed felt a hope unknown 
before. 

There could be everlasting life. 

Christians left traces of their rejoicing on the dark walls 
of the catacombs. They whispered their messages as evangels 
—“good tidings.” Among their rude paintings the most com¬ 
mon is a woman lifting both arms toward an unseen heaven. 
At times men are traced gathered about a table without visible 
food. Evidence tells us that theh earliest singing was an alh- 
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exultation without words—more than the measured 
song of an ancient hymeneal or celebration of the Dionysian 
mystery, 

This wordless hope reached the armed forces. The soldiers 
—the legionaries were vanishing from the scene—were weary 
of Roman discipline and stunned by defeat- They listened to 
the nimors of a new kind of life. The change in the army came 
slowly, but presently the commanders found that their men 
were no longer the recruits of a province like Illyria or Thrace, 
but the followers of a Mithra or Yahveh. More than that, the 
hardiest barbarians brought in with them strange myths of a 
Sky Father or a Great Earth Mother. Aurelian, the soldier* 
emperor who made a stand against disaster, worshipped a 
sun god. 

At some unrecorded point in time the Roman armed forces 
began to obey obscure prophets instead of their commanders. 
Men even consulted their own consciences in carrying out an 
order. That was the end of the cadaver discipline of the early 
Caesars. 

There were leaders who realized that as the people changed, 
the rule itself must change. 

In the bloody convulsion of the third century's end a low¬ 
born Dalmatian saw clearly what lay ahead—the doom of the 
Roman state. Ruthlessly this Diodes acted upon his foresight, 
cutting his way with his sword to reach the throne as Gaius 
Aurelius Diodetianus (a.d, 284-305), 

Diocletian made himsdf an architect of survival. The 
superior civilization of his world-state still gave it the know¬ 
how to beat back physical invaders. If force could be added to 
intelligence, if one trained mind could direct the defense 
against the varied barbarian peoples. . . . Diodetian seemed 
half mad to observers within Rome. He cast the government 
into military semblance, made oScials his servarrts. Secluding 
himself from approach, wearing the shimmering silk robes of 
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the East, forcing visitors to prostrate themselves at his feet, 
betook on the appearance of an Oriental despot. 

Yet even while he hewed the state apart Diocletian held to 
some ancient traditions. He claimed fot himself only the 
ancient title of dominus. When he*proclaimed his will to be 
divine, he re-enacted the divinity of the early Caesars. When 
he levied the great emergency tax—and made it permanent— 
he gave it the name of the half-forgotten goddess Annona, 
protectress of the grain harvest. Setting up operational bureaus 
to get things done, he called them officiOj the services. He 
bound working men—sons after fathers—to their trades, sol¬ 
diers to their regiments, and the remainitfg peasants to their 
land—all by due process of law. Roman citizens became sub¬ 
jects. 

It was not enough. 

Soaring prices were fixed at a maximum by new laws, and 
the sinking coinage regulated—until regulation broke down. 
Rome was still the market place of diminisliing world trade, 
and the black markets of the city could not be controlled. The 
dty grieved audibly when Diodetian tore down the barracks 
of the Praetorian Guard, a figurehead force without meaning, 
yet symbolic of the city’s ancient glory. Diocletian built his 
immense baths near the site. 

Diocletian seldom saw his imperial city. The new Dominus 
shielded himself by an armored bodyguard, remembering ^he 
(ate of Aurelian. Throwing the old provincial armies into 
one mounted field army, he ranged the menaced frontiers, 
alert to the hour-to-hour warnings brought in by his agentes 
in rsbus, his secret service of information, On new-built swift 
galleys, he took slrort cuts across the seas from the palaces of 
Ravenna to a port of the East, Nicomedia (modern Izmit), 
By his ruthless reshaping he restored the authority of the state 
and reduced the human beings within it to serfdom. 

precisely for those reasons, the clandestine religions gained 
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firmer hold upon his people. Diocletian foresaw danger in the 
religion that spoke of rendering to Caesar only the things that 
were Caesar's, Yet his merciless persecution did not weaken 
the invisible Chuith of the Christians. Perhaps he half 
hoped that his people would turn back to the ancient worship 
of the Pantheon. It did not happen that way. Execution of 
soldiers who had refused to bow to the commands of their 
Emperor lingered in the memory of tlie people as the martyr¬ 
dom of a St. Sebastian or a St. George of Cappadocia. 

In the end, exhausted by his efforts, Diocletian shut him¬ 
self up in his new palace, built on the plan of a vast Roman 
camp, near Salona, ^hich had been his home on the Dalmatian 
coast. To give permanence to his system, he named another 
as co*empcror, and appointed two Caesars as vicc-emperors. 

It was not enough. 

Tire plan for succession broke down in a welter of strife 
among rivals for the throne. Tire man who won the last 
victory was a Balkan bastard, Constantine by name. 

Constantine had more than Diocletian's brutal 

force and a greater sense of realities. He abandoned the fiction 
of a dominus ruling from Rome. He gave up the attempt to 
purge the new army of religion. After puzzling over the 
strange cult of Mitlira, he announced that he was the protector 
of tire Cliristians. This religion appeared to him to be favored 
by the best of the remaining armed forces. 

And, without making announcement of his intention, Con¬ 
stantine abandoned the senate and had his portrait carried 
through all the villages to display to the inhabitants the like¬ 
ness of their solitary new emperor {imperator). Before his 
mobile headquarters a larger propaganda painting on panels 
was displayed, revealing Constantine Imperator standing in 
triumph over a strickerj dragon at a battle’s end, What the 
dragon represented remained a question. But in the sky over 
Constantine a cross was olegrly painted. 
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Probably the man from the Balkans had no realization of 
what might come from his recognition of Christianity. Yet he 
called a council of its patriarchs and bishops, thus granting 
authority by imperial consent to its ChCrch —a proceeding 
that would have unanticipated consequences in the coming 
centuries. 

As far as the senate and the population of Rome were con¬ 
cerned, they foresaw no lessening of their rule in "the citadel 
of peoples,’' as they called it now. On the occasion of Con* 
stantine's oi^cial entry they hastily improvised a triumph in 
the manner of the early Caesars. They built him a new 
triumphal arch overlooking the ancient Fftrum. Having little 
time or artistic skill for the work, the builders stripped many 
carvings of Trajan’s day from remote walls to ornament the 
arch. And Constantine, inspecting their creation, made no 
objection to the invocations to Jove among the inscriptions. 
He did remark that tributes to Trajan were like so many 
weeds on the walls”—^ remark that could be interpreted 
in different ways. He discarded the laurel wreath of the early 
Caesars for a gold headband, the diadem of a great king of the 
East. 

Just then propaganda painting flourished, in the portraits 
of great men, the picturing of omens and events. For the Ro¬ 
mans no longer had the means to construct the mosaic- 
studded vaults of Caracalla’s day. Cheap paint could trans¬ 
form a wall under the hands of workmen wlm did not dream 
of the magic of Pompeii. Perhaps Constantine brooded over 
such a wall in Ostia, the half-deserted port of Rome. It revealed 
a band of small boys marching, wreathed for sacrifidal rites, 
carrying a banner surmounted by the busts of mighty early 
emperors, dragging after them a model of a ship. Small boys 
trained to march—toward what? 

For Constantine understood what his eyes perceived, the 
stagnation in the western towns, the weeds in the paving. From 
Milan to far Cologne (“the Colony”) those towns had not 
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been built by native hands, but by engineers to house mQitary 
and commercial traffic. When that traffic dwindled like a 
drying river, the towns died. And the seaports of the West be¬ 
came ghosts of broken quays. 

Impelled by a reasoning* he never explained, the implacable 
Constantine abandoned the attempt to hold the world empire 
together. There was no longer an eternal Rome served by sub¬ 
ject peoples. There could only be salvage. 

His decision to build a new city in the East can be ex¬ 
plained quite logically. But Constantine’s was not a logical 
mind. Even the eccentric Julius Caesar had planned just 
before his assassination to march his legions eastward. Tlien 
by necessity for a long time the soldier-emperors had made 
their headquarters at Milan or Ravenna, close to critical 
frontiers. Diocletian, while building the palace on Adda’s sea 
(Adriatic) had operated chieHy at Nicomedia, port of the east¬ 
ern Propontis [Marmora). He had sent one Caesar to Sir- 
mium (now Mitrovica) on the embattled Danube. And Con¬ 
stantine had been born in Sirmium, secure within its moun¬ 
tains. Apparently be thought for a time of returning there. 

For military reasons it might have been wise to do so. From 
the Dalmatian coast and the Balkan valleys came the most 
dependable recruits to the hard-pressed field army, 

'fhen, too, on the eastern coasts still-wealthy ports existed, 
Alexandria, Ephesus, mighty Antioch, Rome itself had been 
sustained by supplies from their hinterlands and from the 
African coast. It would be wise, beyond doubt, to move his 
capital to the center of eastern trade, beyond reach of the tides 
of invasion. For a while Constantine explored the hill of 
Ilium, where services still went on at the hallowed graves of 
Troy, traditional home of the Romans—so the poets pro¬ 
claimed. 

Constantine never explained why he turned away from Troy 
and ignored luxurious Antioch. He had put to death the most 
promising of his sons; he ha^ listened to the wailing of the 
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boy's aging mother, Helena, and bad ordered his own schem- 
ing, aristocratic wife Fausta to be slain in her bath. Did he 
reason clearly at such a time? 

He embarked in a boat and crossed blae water to a windy 
headland. On its miniature sea, it tay between the two great 
seas, and it was near the scene of his last victory. 

The city on this wooded point was Byzantium. It had never 
played a part in the growth of the Roman Empire. 

It is said that Constantine wished to make a symbolic 
move from Rome with its pagan monuments to a city of 
Christian tradition. Tliat may be. Yet the Byzantines had 
been known as a peculiar folk, trading along their waterways 
while keeping stubbornly apart from others. Alone, as it were. 
They had in fact presumed to resist military dictators, from 
Plulip of Macedon to Constantine himself. 

Of course observers soon found omens to relate-^how eagles 
had swooped down to pick up measuring tapes and fly across 
the water to Byzantium. It was said that Constantine had been 
influenced by a dream, but he himself never said that. 

His actions during the building of his new reigning city 
indicate a troubled mind. He walked around the excavations 
with a pagan philosopher, Sopater; he ordered an immense 
porphyry column to be shipped from the Nile, and people said 
that he buried beneath this column in his half-built Forum 
of Constantine the sacred Palladium image, taken secretly 
from Rome. Certainly he had a shrine erected to the goddess 
Fortuna, although later a cross was fastened to her forehead. 
As for his own statue, a gigantic figure of Apollo was set up. 
Constantine's head was put on the decapitated god, and rays 
of the sun were added to it. 

In his feverish haste to erect the structures of his new 
city the brutal Balkan stripped statuary and columns from 
hallowed foundations, taking even the serpent column from 
the Delphian shrine. He paced out an unbelievable distance 
for the new city wall, claiming—the rumor ran—that seven 
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hills lay within its circait, as at Rome. Anyone could see there 
were only three ridges of land that might be called hills. The 
buildings themselves were thrown together out of rubble and 
rough marble adoned with spoils from Rome. 

When it came to dedicating tlie wall» after ancient custom* 
Constantine selected a day of the Z76 Olympiad (May ii* 330) 
when the sun was in the sign of the Archer. And according 
to observers from Rome he gave his half-finished city the 
almost forgotten name of Anthusa* the ancient cult name of 
Rome itself. However that may be, he soon spoke of it as 
Nea Rome. Yet the whole thing was such a muddle that 
everyone began to cal) it Constantine’s City* Constant!nopolis. 
Beyond doubt, it was not and could not be a New Rome. 

''Constantinople is dedicated,” that caustic critic St. Jerome 
wrote afterward, "while almost all other cities are stripped 
bare.” 

However, there was no mistaking Constantine's determina¬ 
tion to move his rule to the new site. The senate building on 
the old Byzantine acropolis rose within a forest of familiar 
statues; residences raised for tlie elite of the Roman families* 
across from the hippodrome, had garden courts copied from 
those in their Roman homes, Yet few senatorial families 
moved over to their new quarters. Other emperors had had 
such mad ideas. And it was madness to fancy that Constanti¬ 
nople—the name had a Greek twist to it already—could be¬ 
come a second Rome of the Caesars. Besides, where in tliii 
eastern settlement could be found a cool Praeneste* a de¬ 
lightful Baiae? 

True* much of the rabble deserted the alleys of Rome be¬ 
cause the mad Emperor offered an abundance of bread* oil, 
wine, and both pork arid beef in his new quarters. Then 
Constantine surprised the best-informed people by asking for 
Christian rites at his death in 337. At that moment he called 
himself '‘God's man.” 

No one realized, and Constantine himself could hardly have 
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known, that he had brought about something startling and 
quite new. He had founded a Christian imperial city to be 
ruled after him by his sons. 

• 

As the wisest observers predicted, only disturbance came 
from the rule of Constantine's weak sons. Into this chaos 
pressed the outer barbaric peoples, until Julian, of (he ancient 
Julian-Claudian family, gained victories over the Franks. Be- 
ing a scholar as well, this Julian ('‘The Apostate,” 361-3) re¬ 
stored the worship of the old gods. Fate, however, intervened 
to end his life abruptly on a march into the East, at the 
Euphrates River. - 

ibis seemed, to the most influential senators of elder Rome, 
to be the working of immutable destiny. By that destiny Roma 
AeUma had ruled the world for more than four centuries 
from the seven hallowed hills on the Tiber. These senators 
could not believe that the co-empetora residing in the make¬ 
shift city on the ox-ford—the Bosporus—would prove to be 
stronger than Fate. That was clearly to be seen, barely a dec¬ 
ade after Julian, when Valens the co-emperor in the East died 
under the swords of the Goths at Hadrian's City (Adrianopo- 
lis). Whom the gods would destroy they first make mad. Ibe 
pagan senators offered ritual sacrifice at the altars of both 
Fortune and Victory. 

As if in answer to the sacrifices, Theodosius appeared. A 
hulking Spaniard, hailed as imperator by the ttoops at Sirmium, 
Theodosius fought oS sickness while he gained victories as of 
old, far from Rome. Constantine's family line had ended with 
Julian, and it seemed as if tl^e fortunate Theodosius would end 
Constantine's mad endeavor as well He rode back into the 
West. By enlisting Germanic tribes, he held back the farther 
barbarians. For a decade of years this one Imperator com¬ 
manded and the Danube, if not the Rhine, became the limifes 
as of yore. 

Yet something that had affect^ Constantine also influenced 
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the tadtyrn Theodosius the Great He bowed his head be- 
fore the objurgations of a bishop of Milan, one Ambrose. He 
did penance, as if an Augustus and imperator could be a sin^ 
ner—after a massaeie of rebellious subjects in a circus. By so 
doing he acknowledged the primacy of orthodox priests, and 
particularly those who acted as the successors of the Apostle 
Peter, tending the apostle's tomb on the small height across 
the Tiber He challenged Fate by abandoning the Roman cav¬ 
alry standards for the new kbarum —a barbaric word-^ cross 
with a purple banner bearing initials of the name of Jesus, a 
condemned man. His Germanized army followed this labarum 
standard, as if ClKistianity had become the Empire itself. 
Imagine an empire made up, not of Roman citizens, but of 
orthodox believers in a religion! Men of the best families 
could not imagine it, but they feared it. 

One of them, Quintus Aurelius Symmachus, made a notable 
speech against the new order before the packed senate. Sym¬ 
machus, of the Aurelian gens, owner of fifteen estates in Italy, 
was speaking in defense of the ancient temples of Victory and 
Fortune. "Every nation has gods of its own . . . then leave 
to us the shrines upon which our oaths of allegiance have been 
sworn for so many generations, and by which we have 
gained so many triumphs. Leave to us the system which has 
brought, for so many years, prosperity to the state,” Sym¬ 
machus spoke as a true patriot, with all the eloquence of 
Vergil and duejieed for the wealth guarded in the historic 
shrines. ‘‘Our treasury must be refilled, not by taking the 
wealth from our shrines, but by taking spoils from our ene¬ 
mies.” 

Symmachus was a good man who never understood that bis 
generation would be the last of its kind. Even when his car¬ 
riage and its running slaves had to turn off the highway to 
Milan to avoid thronging Gothic cavalry, he could not imag¬ 
ine that his city of Rome would never again take spoils from 
her enemies. V^eo his eldest boy was initiated to public life as 
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praetor, Symmachus Spent half a million solid! on public 
games to honor the occasion in the best ancestral tradition. 
He ransacked the provinces to import crocodiles from the 
Nile, swift horses from Spain, racing driv^ from Sicily, and 
Saxon gladiators from the Rhine frentier. He fell into a rage 
when the Saxons strangled themselves to death rather than 
provide a show for the Roman populace. In another generation 
Saxons would make their way into the province of Britain, 
Coths would close the transalpine highways to Gau]> and the 
Spanish province would be lost. 

Theodosius the Great died of dropsy in 39; by the Christian 
calendar. After bis effort at unification pf the Empire, the 
frontiers ceased to be. A human flood of Hunnish and Alan 
folk came between the Rome of the West and the city in the 
East. 

From this pars orieniaUs the tidings became fewer and 
fainter^ like signals from a storm-driven ship. A boy had been 
crowned, a second Theodosius, taking his father's name. His 
stubborn sister Pulcheria tried to cany out the task of ruling, 
while a minister built a Cyclopean wall—a triple wall, over a 
waterway—about Constantinople as a ]ast*ditch defense. How 
could a child and a woman and an engineer take the place of 
the great Tlieodosius? The city on the Tiber relied on astute 
masters of soldiers like the Vandal-bom Stilicho to lead forth 
new armies. The distant Pulcheria sent to Palestine to the 
border town of Jerusalem for protection; she gave to the Cbt>- 
stantinopolitans a painting of a Virgin called “Guide to the 
Way.” In time of disaster—frequent enough in these days— 
Pulcheria liad the “Guide to the Way” carried through the 
mam street in procession. Her weak brother was known as the 
Penman, being obsessed with books. They wrote out for him 
a code of the laws, made up of all the decrees of past em¬ 
perors, as if writing down laws could help them in ruling. The 
great emperors had spoken their minds, and their words had 
become the laws. . . . 
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Pulchcria, who seemed to be a sensible girl, succumbed to 
the allure of incantation; she worded the ministers into setting 
aside auditonums to make what they called a university. Here 
it seemed that Gr<^k rhetors intoned Homer and explained 
Aristotle. That had been tried for generations at the Porch in 
Athens without any visible profit to the Athenians. . , . No, 
all in all the tidings from the tenement dty in the East did 
not make dear sense to the home^biding Romans. 

Judging by the records they left, these senators and poten- 
tiores felt no awareness of coming doom. Least of all were the 
good Syinmachus and his fellows aware that they themselves 
were a cause of the downfall of their empire. 

Rather, the society of this last age flattered itself that it 
revived good taste as well as the clean living of ancestral tra* 
dition. Who among them, they asked, indulged in the perver¬ 
sity of the early Empire? They indulged in no epicurean rari¬ 
ties like pheasants* eggs or Lepidian feasts, Who nowadays in¬ 
vited the Vesta) Virgins as dinner guests to watch the antics 
of the naked dancing girls with the men? Nor did their women 
indulge in dancing to barbaric music, as in the time of the 
great civil wars. Now the women liked to curl their short hair 
in masculine fashion, although they still made up their faces 
in coloring and even in shape. 

When they drank the red wine of Cyprus, the elite of society 
watched the sails of the com ships from Africa coming up the 
Tifier, On every, side they behdd security. Rome itself had 
never been more impressive. Within the fourteen gates 
gleamed the splendor of brazen towers, of sky-scraping ‘'is¬ 
lands'* of apartments, of victory columns rising from the fo- 
mms of the emperors. Palaces crowded on the Quirinalis re¬ 
vealed by their very ugliness that they were built for eternity. 
Vaults of the newest public baths expanded into sun terraces 
and gymnasia for sports—filled with the perpetual melody of 
mechanical lyres. Down the course of the Greatest Circus the 
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chariots flashed with increasing speed owing to better breed¬ 
ing of race horses. 

The racegoers had never enjoyed greater comfort than now, 
under the silk canopies of blue and greet?, the colors of the 
factions. Each spectator was provided with oil, wine, and meat 
in addition to the old-fashioned dole of grain. 

Never had the standard of living been raised so high for the 
city-dwellers. One of them, Rufus Avienus, described a day 
in his country retreat. “At sunrise I make my prayer to the 
gods, then go over my grounds with the servants, to show each 
of them his task. After that I read, calling upon the Muses, 
until it is time to oil myself for exercise tn the sand-covered 
exercise space. Then in a happy humor, thinking not at all 
about money affairs, I bathe, and eat, drink, play, and rest. 
While my small lamp bums, I write these lines with a prayer 
to the nymph who may watch over my fountain at night." 

One veteran from the East front, it is true, distrusted this 
comfort amid splendor. “Two things are craved above every¬ 
thing,’' Ammianus MarcelUnus wrote. “Bread and circuses." 
He saw the sensual vice in the dark comers of the baths, the 
energy of the multitudes exploding in arguments over chariot¬ 
eers, the agility of footloose boys banding together to snatch 
and stab in the streets, the cunning of spies lurking for pay¬ 
ment against bringing charges of treason, while judges waited 
to be paid before giving judgment. MarcelUnus distni^ed 
most the pantomimists who imitated in dances the indecencies 
of the underworld. 

But the Senate and the Roman People—the old phrase was 
still used in speeches—could imagine no change in that state 
of affairs. There would be other Caesars, and Rome would rule 
as before. Because there existed nothing else capable of rul¬ 
ing. .. . 

When Alaric’s tribal horsemen entered the Salarian Gate, 
after bribing the gatekeepers in 410, the outward aspect of the 
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city did not change. The immense buildings sheltcwd the 
multitudes as before. The worst fires swept the residences on 
the Aventine, but their owners had fled to country villas after 
burying the most valuable art works. Alaric*s Visigoths 
stayed only three days to gather their loot. 

Rutilius, the prefect who took office after the sack of Rome, 
worried chiefly that the grain ships might not arrive from Af¬ 
rica in time, thus causing the populace to riot and injuring the 
fame of the new prefect. When Rutilius’ ship—he came from 
ravaged Gaul—anchored in the Tiber, he was reassured to be¬ 
hold the gilded roofs of the ancient temples standing un¬ 
harmed, and to he^ the familiar cheering of the circus crowd. 
He saluted with deep feeling **hii fair mistress of the world/* 

There came, however, a grieving letter from a former citizen 
of Rome. From his cell in Bethlehem, whither he had retired 
to work, St. Jerome wrote: "The great city is captured which 
had taken captive all the world . . . the Roman world is sink¬ 
ing into ruins, and still we hold our heads erect.” 

In his remote cell, in the desert by Bethlehem, the catas¬ 
trophe was clearly evident. It is not in the civic center that the 
mortality of a city becomes known. Moreover, letters from 
fugitive patricians reached Jerome. Many of them were seek¬ 
ing their latifundue —their broad acres—in tranquil Africa. 
One lady, Demetrias, daughter of a consul, wrote that she had 
managed to ransom her grandmother from the Goths in Italy 
and to charter a vessel for Africa. Yet when the noblewomen 
landed on African soil they were forced to ransom themselves 
again from the local governor, a Count Heraclian who hap¬ 
pened to be the murderer of the military commander Stilicho. 
Count Heraclian amassed gold during the crisis by selling 
fugitive Roman girls to a gang of Syrian slave-merchants. 

Only by degrees did the refugees realize that once-s table 
Gaul no longer had Roman masters, and that Huns were feed¬ 
ing their horses in the estates of Venetia. There was no longer 
communication with Spairif^r Britain. Still, the smaller isles 
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of the sea offered shelter in farms and fishing villages. When 
his ship, outward bound, passed the rocky isle of Igilium, 
Rutilius Namiatianus saluted it as the shelter of the Romans 
with a verse: “So near to Rome, yet* so far from the 
Goths. ..." 

Rutilius noticed that Vandal fleets moved over the sea. But 
it did not occur to him that his civilization was dying. It lived 
on only in the minds of a few men like himself. 

There were so few with vision. Where lights still shone in 
the ports of the African coast, a rumor passed from Spain. A 
barbaric people, the Vandals of Gaiseric, were crossing in rude 
log vessels with their families and animals to this sheltered 
shore. On that shore one man awoke in a morning to feel 
eternity near liim. St. Augustine found words for his thought 
and wrote them down. Rome would cease to be; the earthly 
city of Christians would perish, and they would become wan* 
derers in search of an abode. 

“For here we have no lasting city, but we seek one that is 
to come." 
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CITY 


1 BEHIND THE GOLDEN GATE 

H8 MAN w)io wou)d b«com6 lustinian the Emperor 
came out oi ob$cuTity. This obscurity seemed to follow him 
as he went his way without attiacting attention, almost to the 
hour in which he set his hand to the making of a new order of 
things. Because of that, a certain mystery attached to his life. 
Perhaps he intended it so. 

Nobody except his uncle paid any particular attention to 
Petrus Sabbatius at 5 rst. Hts questioning gray eyes, his ruddy 
flesh and heavy frame were common enough in the hare Mao* 
edonian valley out of which he journeyed to the dty. At that 
time, about the year 500 of the Christian calendar, he may 
have been eighteen years of age, young enough to be excited 
by new surroundings, too old to change much inwardly. 

And that proved to be im^rtant. Feasant-bom, Petrus car- 
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ried with him a core of his homeland, the rocl: heists and 
quiet pastures of Macedonia, a home where every person lab* 
ored with few tools beside the surging Vardar River. He had 
determination as hard as the gray, eroded rocks, and he had 
imagination as well, to think of w1\at might lie behind the 
ridges. 

It is clear that from his valley Petrus Sabbatius brought 
away—besides the letter of his unde—a devotion to the name 
of Rome, a memory of silence. He remembered, too, the fear 
of the older folk of the raiding of Attila’s Bulger-Huns, He had 
a remarkable memory. Except for that, he showed no sign of 
ability to make a name for himself in thetity of Constantine. 

Already the city had gained repute of an odd nature. Way¬ 
farers said that it sheltered the melior pars generis humani. 
But who were the better part of human beings? Monks of the 
mountain trails repeated it was "the city guarded by God.” 
Yet how could one city be so guarded? 

Petrus must have had his first glimpse of strangeness where 
the cart road of the Vardar River reached the coast of Mac¬ 
edonia. There to the east stretched the paving stones of 
the Via Egnatia. Beside this imperial highway reared mile¬ 
stone markers. From it galloping couriers, streaming feathers 
on their heads, turned in to post stations; swift carriages glint¬ 
ing with silver trim emerged from taverns shaded by grape 
arbors. And then the road touched the shore of the dark, tran¬ 
quil sea where the red sails of a ship moved like a harbinger 
toward the rising sun. 

Certainly the Macedonian peasant must have felt the 
strangeness of this coast, of ancient headlands stark above an 
unchanging sea. Nor did the city come into sight like a famil¬ 
iar higlUand town of gray stone among grazing herds. The first 
of it, the suburb of Hebdomon, thrust shade trees upon the 
road. In an empty drill-ground girls danced a ring-around by 
a pavilion of purple stone where a bronzed monk shoutedt 
“Now enter upon your heritage—nourish the beggars and 
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escape the torments of Hell.” People feasting in houseboats 
drawn against the shore threw new pennies toward this advo¬ 
cate of blessedness. 

Even where the highway ended in a triple gate, the city it¬ 
self could not be seen. An apparition stood there: threefold 
walls, white under the sun, rose against the sky. The last tow¬ 
ers stood ten times the height of a man, and the terraces be¬ 
tween them hung over deep dry moats that could be flooded 
from the aqueducts passing overhead. Seventeen miles this 
rampart stretched around the guarded city, and for most of the 
way the sea lapped against the wall. 

One step within* it, and the wayfarer was blinded by the 
glare of polished marble walls leading him to the inner portal 
Through the gate streamed farmers' carts and merchants* 
mule trains with swaying packs odorous of spice and sandal, 
while the drivers cried out in the tongues of unknown lands. 
Above this portal of the Golden Cate poised a statue of the 
Theodosius who built it, with emblems of the new city—a 
bronze two-headed Roman eagle and a winged woman who 
might have been Victory or simply Fate. Beneath them in 
letters of gold there was a legend: “He who built this gate of 
gold will bring to you an age of gold.” 

No doubt it had been meant to impress visitors, and the 
street within had been named the Triumphal Way. However, 
people called it simply the Middle Way, and it was lined by 
shops in which the owners worked silk from drawlooms, or set 
pieces of jewelry, or produced rareties from purple dye to 
elephants' teeth. Within curtained booths money changers 
waited by their scales; soothsayers of the old-fashioned kind 
burned incense before a client and cast powdered alum on the 
embers to seek a message in the ashes. 

For this city of Constantine did not resemble the mono¬ 
lithic older Rome; it had little splendor as yet. It served as a 
thoroughfare of trade, an abiding place of wanderers; it offered 
small-domed churches to ^mgregations. True, Roman engi- 
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necring skill had created vast cislems, some of them covered, 
at the ends of the aqueducts. Sewers deep in the earth drained 
refuse into the sea. A lofty statue, called the Slave of the Winds, 
moved with the wind; there was a municijftl hospital built by 
a benevolent man named Samson. 6ut the marks of pioneer¬ 
ing still showed. No more than a giant chain guarded the 
harbor, open to all the inland seas, and this harbor was no 
more than the odd, curving inlet that glowed under the sunset 
and so gained its name of the Golden Horn. As yet the city 
consisted chiefly of the multitude of people gathered within 
the mighty circuit wall. 

Beyond the rolling uplands of the penirtsula danger waited. 
The year of Petrus' arrival, public criers emerged at evening in 
each district. They shouted their message to the doorwayss 
"By command of tiie Emperor, Ever August—all stonecutters, 
all masons, all partisans of the Blue, the Ctecn, and the White 
demes, will march after tlic liour of Prime to the Long Wall. 
Aided by God, obey the command of the Emperor)” The 
Blues and the Greens were the popular parties—the democ¬ 
racies—of the city. 

It appeared that forty miles from the Golden Gate, a new 
long wall was being built in haste across tlie peninsula to bar 
the advance of barbaric Bulgar-Huns who had broken through 
the frontier armies of Thrace. More workmen were needed to 
raise this barrier in time to check the invasion. ^ 

Petrus Sabbatius mingled with the multitude. They say he 
fell into talk with all comers; having a straightforward miod, 
he believed at first the tales that were told him; he could be 
taken in by sophistry—and experts in deceit thrived within 
the crowds. Moreover, knowing only Latin and his uncouth 
Macedonian dialect, he had trouble understanding the Greek 
patois, the chanting Persian, and harsh Armenian of the mar¬ 
ket places, and the guttural orders of the soldiers, who came 
as a rule from Germanic or Isaurian stock. 

Perhaps for this reason he foui)d a welcome refuge in the 
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Studion. Near the Golden Gate this old church and herb gar* 
den with a banack of a monastery offered shelter without ques¬ 
tion. One who knocked at the visitors' door could have soup 
and bread and oliv^ and a pallet bed. He would not be bidden 
to the church when the wooden clapper was struck for an of¬ 
fice. Yet wherever he rested, he would hear the rise and fall of 
a single voice and the full chant of the monks in answering 
tones. Through the darkness this singer sang his praise, candle 
in hand, until another came to relieve him. The singers were 
called The Sleepless. They claimed that a certain Studius, 
once a consul of fame, had huilt this oldest of the churches, 
and that another potentate named Alexander had brought the 
monks hither. Alexander had withdrawn to seek peace in a 
monastery of Asia, where he had been given the four Gospels 
to read. When he had read them many times with care, he 
asked, over and again: *'Is all this true?" 

True indeed, he was told, being the very words of fesus 
Christ. 

"Then why don't we do as he bids us?" 

After that Alexander went forth to live in a cask by a river, 
the Euphrates. He labored with his hands for other people, 
not to be a slothful servant; for himself, literally, he took no 
thought for the morrow. After a while followers joined him to 
live in the same manner, and Alexander led them away in 
search of a home. But no abbot or archimandrite did they find 
to take in a throng of hungry wanderers, 

"Not until,” the monks told Petrus with smiles, "he came 
to the Studion did Alexander escape arrest for disturbing the 
peacel In his name we keep up our song and keep our doors 
open." 

The quiet hours in the monastery appealed to Petrus. Here 
he found order maintairted by unwritten laws. He had nourish¬ 
ment enough to enable him to work, and no one asked why he 
worked with books of his own instead of laboring in the com¬ 
mon kitchen garden. The Studion left its mark on him. 
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These same merry monks of The Sleepless had a question 
of their own to ask him: "Js not Michael Archangel the pro¬ 
tector of human beings—has he not power to heal sickness and 
preserve life?” • 

There could be only one answer: yfes. 

"Well, then/’ they asked, "why do you labor at bricking up 
walls and carrying spears to safeguard the city? Cannot the 
power of Michael Archangel do that?” 

When Petrus thought about that, he answered: "It is need¬ 
ful to do what we can." 

"Then do you pray," the monks retorted, "for that is tlie 
most needful thing.” • 

Now it became clear why The Sleepless found no favor with 
the authorities. They would not abide by ordinary laws. But 
other inhabitants of the city also followed ways of their own. 


# ASPECT OF THE CITY 

These inhabitants numbered more than 700,000. They dwelt 
in fourteen districts, each with its curator and public crier and 
patrol of police who carried only spears and wore polished iron 
caps and had a purple eagle stamped on their leather jackets. 
Yet by the time of Petrus’ arrival there seemed to be fourteen 
different peoples making their homes in communities of their 
own. The oldest streets—of Constantine’s original town— 
were darkened by wooden tenements that edged outward with 
flimsy stairs and window bays, infested by the families of freed- 
men workers. In the PlaOe of the Ships across the teeming 
harbor half-naked fishermen from the Greek islands sunned 
themselves and dried their nets on stone nymphs that had 
been ornaments of the waterfront. These watermen had a 
shrine. It covered an ancient galley's prow. The figurehead on 
the prow stared out majestically^to find its way upon the sea, 
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and it could have teen Neptune himselt, "No/’ the seamen 
said, “it is the spirit of the city.” 

At sunrise, before the porters in padded coats picked up 
their loads, the boys of die Thracian faftners hurried their 
grass-strewn baskets of grapes or figi from the carts to sell in 
the streets. The son of Sabbatius, purchasing his momir^ 
fruit from one of tlicm, asked: “Who rules the city?” Boyi 
would always tell their thoughts, while their work-dulled par¬ 
ents had little to say. 

"The Three,” the youngster explained, 6sting his copper 
coin and beckoning toward the narrow height where the Horn 
joined the Bosporus. Against the sunrise gleamed the domes 
of the palace and the gilded wooden roof of the great church, 
near the dark bulk of the hippodrome. 

"The palace belongs to the Emperor," the boy chanted, "the 
church to God, and the racing place to us. Didn’t you know 
that all three rule, and three is the best number?" 

The great structures did stand apart from the streets. But 
Petrus sought out the library, where the pillared darkness of 
an old basilica was banished by hanging lamps. The walls were 
solid with books lying in their niches, their parchment edges 
marked with such names as the poet Juvenal, or the saintly 
Chrysostom, the Golden Tongue, who had castigated the city 
and never forsaken it, or the somber Marcus Aurelius. The 
guardians of the books explained that the pagan Julian |^ad 
gathered here the first 150,000 volumem, or rolls. And al¬ 
though Julian had been accursed, his books had been kept. 
Here, they said with pride, was the true treasure of the city. 
Most of the students at the reading stands wore the short 
Greek chlamys and kilt. And they pored over the innumerable 
edicts of past emperors, grumbling audibly. 

Over the stir of the library resounded a faint musical beat. 
Behind the building wound the Street of the Bronzesmiths, 
the makers of 6re-wrought metals. These bearded giants of the 
Cappadocian mountains had a of chiming their hammer 
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blows on a single forge in cadence. They had a jest—that 
Pythagoras had invented music when he listened to the ringing 
blows of the smiths. 

At the Vespers Tiour the chiming of the hammers ceased 
and the workers filed ou^ to their chosen shrines. None of 
them til re w on the folds of a Roman toga, because that was 
restricted to the palace officials or a rare visitor from ancestral 
Rome. In the Street of the Silversmiths slender Egyptians 
shaped precious vessels with deft fingers. They coaxed supple 
gold into patterns to receive dark enamel while the artists of 
Alexandria painted portraits in gold wash, to be covered by 
molten glass. They* kept their secrets jealously to themselves 
because their skill transmuted materials of base value into 
precious wares. Carefully they locked icon grilles across their 
work stalls in the evening. 

A sense of danger lay beneath the jesting of tire artists. At 
any moment they might hear the clanging of the district’s 
alarm bell. Tliey did their work, uncertain what the next day 
miglit bring. Petrus had known that uncertainty in the Vardar 
valley as a child when the Huns who had followed Attila 
had returned to bum the farms and cut down the humans 
they did not drive away. 

The shrine of the metalworkers was small and dark. Yet it 
had the finest lamps of fretted silver, gifts of the smiths. They 
bept reverently before the icon screen because within it stood 
the painted likeness of the Mother of God they called ‘’The 
Guide to the Way."’ St. Luke had painted it, they said, in far* 
of! Jerusalem. This (con protected the city in utmost need. 
What else could keep Constantinople safer 

Nothing in Constantinople was far from the water. The 
great suburbs covered the hills across the Horn, where mer¬ 
chants dwelt by the quays of Sycae (modem Galata) or the 
green height of Ciirysopolis (Uskudar) of the farming folk 
across the Bosporxrs. Where the Bosporus joined the sunlit 
Marmora stood the churches and parks of Chaiccdon (Kadi 
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Kcui), whither came vessels from the great bay of Nicomedia 
(Izmit). The islands on the horizon of the sea were very much 
alike; all had fishing fleets on the beaches and new monasteries 
crowning their hilltops. a 

Because no tides troubled these waters, they served as an 
easy thoroughfare for the innumerable skiffs and caiques, the 
oared barges and sailing craft that plied steadily between the 
suburbs and the city on the promontory. Currents and shifting 
breezes kept the waters in constant motion, and at times 
a north wind stopped all ferrying within the metropolis. 

Where Petrus had his quarters on the hillside overlooking 
the Golden Horn, he discovered that the gty did unexpected 
things for its people. His district had one of the Steps leading 
to an arcade where, by presenting a wooden token with a num* 
ber, he might obtain wine and bread and oil sufficient for a 
day; by waiting in its forum he might consult its public phy* 
sicisQ in case of illness. The night patrol served also to fight 
fires. 

Down by the waterfront there was an odd hospital dedicated 
to Cosmas and Damian, the two saintly physicians. It re* 
sembled a courtyard shrine more than anything else. A sick 
person would be brought by barge to the garden to rest and 
bidden to sleep the night hy the altar. Then in the morning 
the attendants would come to him with fruit and wine, asking 
him to relate what dreams or thoughts had passed through 
him during the darkness. Patierttly they listened to the telling 
of the dreams, and explained how a cure might follow upon 
them. Usually the patients went away hopeful that the saintly 
physicians had healed them. At least their minds would be re¬ 
lieved. And Petrus sometimes wondered if this hospital of 
Cosmas and Damian did not follow out, in Christian guise, 
the method of the ancient Hippocrates. 

Petrus soon discovered that each district had a population 
peculiar to itself. Because the university occupied the summit 
of liis hill, his neighbors were Greeks, for the most part stu* 
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dents and prostitutes. For the great Nymphaeum festival hall 
stood dose to the auditoriums of learning, and girls who chat¬ 
tered together in the shadow of the arcades wore strips of 
scarlet cloth, as the law required, aaoss their breasts. Their 
mantles hid the tdltalescarlet until a likely man passed by 
and they slipped the mantles from slim shoulders to catch 
his eye. On the other hand, the rhetors, the learned lecturers, 
garbed themselves in gray and black—"they walk like storks," 
said the girls of the arcades. 

Even the quacks who haunted the forum of the university 
lisped in Gr^, the tongue of saintly Chrysostom. Some of 
the quacks made themselves out to be doctors of learning-^-to 
escape taxation—always from some far place like Ephesus, 
where ancient mysteries still prevailed. "Better than Physica,*' 
they assured their following, "is Mystica.” And they hinted at 
familiar daimons to be summoned forth from the spirit world 
of angels, daimons, dominions, and heroes—at a price. These 
knowing souls possessed yellowed scrolls that revealed the 
secrets of Alchymy, which they claimed to be more rewarding 
than the books of Chymistry. Or they brought messages from 
the seances of the Apollo of Sarpedon. Their best customers 
were the prostitutes, who usually had money. 

Even the teachers of law seemed to come from the myste^ 
rious East, from the school of Berytus beneath the mountains 
of Lebanon. Petrus, who had a keen understanding of law, 
foljnd that the ancient res Komene had suffered change to 
new ideas which were very mixed. Apparently what had bean 
was no longer so important as what should be. A young doctor 
from Delos laughed at that, crying that they all sought what is 
to be and found it not. Whereupon the youtli ran to the forum 
fountain, washed his hands, and flung his arms wide, shouting 
above the street bustle; ^'Gfo-rid . . , mexcefswr 

Petrus remembered this young Greek, Theophilos, who 
turned away from the riddle of the law to song. 

He remembered how the wind brought the good smell of 
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warm bread from the Street of the Bakers below, and how, in 
the noon heat, the pigeons swanned around the feet of the 
students who mimched pieces of the bread they canied home. 
But most of all he remembered the hour of*strect lamp light¬ 
ing, before the coming of darkness Vhen the night patrols 
paraded forth from the Praetorium on the Middle Way. 

With the persistence of a peasant in the fields, the Mac¬ 
edonian kept at his work after the reading lamps were lighted 
in the library near the Praetorium- At the coming of dusk, 
however, he took a half hour's rest, carrying his bread and 
olives to an observation spot deserted at that time. By climb¬ 
ing the circular stair inside the column of Theodosius he could 
reach the railed summit beneath the bronae statue of the en¬ 
lightened Emperor who had built most of the university. 
From this aerie he could look over the forum and most of the 
city where the streets were winking into light. The palace it¬ 
self became bright on its height against the glimmer of the 
waters where the Bosporus merged with the spreading Mar¬ 
mora. 

It seemed to Petrus then as'if the city became an isbnd of 
light in the darkness of the outer world. Beyond his sight lay 
the far continents peopled by human beings who were in 
some manner different. 

Without doubt as the years went by he came to love the city, 
its sore spots as well as its beauty, ^ 
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During ten years of obscurity the son of Sabbatius had be¬ 
come attuned to the moods and thoughts of the city of Con¬ 
stantine. In doing so, he had gained a useful habit of wearing 
his village clothing and speaking like a blunt barbarian, while 
his acute mind took in more than the listeners ceaiiaed. 
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He understood to the full how the Sdcred Palace kept almost 
invisible control over the workaday life of the varied people of 
the districts^how inspectors visited the money merchants 
behind closed doors, how secret agents percolated through the 
throngs attending the c^rt hearings and the grain trading in 
the great basilica that had been the temple of Fortune. Kemote 
from the teeming Middle Way, the treasury controlled the ex¬ 
change of gold and lield monopoly of precious goods—"gold 
goods”—like silk, and purple dye from the sea. Only the gov¬ 
ernment could manufacture or store arms in the Arsenal. 

Then, too, the almost invisible Emperor had his servants at 
work for him—the.silentiaries, dedicated men who attended 
his person and reported only to him. For there was much to 
watch in the dty, and Petrus had observed it all. Leaders of 
the demes—the people's parties—held their councils in the 
courtyards of their favored churches, where they might not 
easily be interfered with. Secretive yet arrogant, the knife-men 
of the parties, called Partisans, ranged the streets in their 
bands, daggers lashed out of sight against their hips. They 
were the descendants of the Blue and Green political factions 
that had come over from the older Rome, bringing their feuds 
with them. Apart from them ranged the gangs of the lawless 
youth, often boys of rich families capable of holding their 
fathers to ransom, or young bravoes, letting their beards grow, 
shaving thdr foreheads and tying up their long hair, striding 
in* trousers like barbaric Huns, They showed their spirit by 
violating women dragged into corners, and proved their skill 
by killing posscR-by with one blow of a knife. 

Yes, the city had its sores and what appeared to be mysteries 
until one understood the human instincts at work. Often 
strange monks would parade the darkness, chanting their ha¬ 
tred of the prevailing sins. Then, too, the streets had their own 
sources of information quite apart from Che palace. Smugglers 
landing at the Hebdomon brought tales of happenings as well 
as untaxed wines from the jsland of Delos; the girls of the 



Art Emperor Paces Danger 41 

arcades Vntw why magistrates had been stoned in Antioch or 
how the synagogues 0! Alexandria had withstood the Greek 
mobs. And in the taverns soldiers from the frontier regiments 
told the girls that the old Roman army wasVo more; the very 
names of legion and century had just Men abolished. Imagine 
—no more tribunes or centurions! On their part the girls con* 
hded that the last gladiators had been banished from the 
swept earth of the hippodrome. Only the hunting of beasts 
remained to be seen, 

Petrus' ears had become tuned to the muted warnings and 
exhortations of these plebeian folk. Because he shared their 
homes, he came to know their thoughts* When a marble' 
cutter stepped into the living room after his day's work, the 
man did not sit at the table board where his wife and children 
hunied to place the bowl of barley soup by the bread and 
herbs. He washed his arms and head in the trickle from the 
trough, and folded up his mantle to step to the icon comer 
where the lamp burned under a saint's picture. Sometimes 
they had an ornament in the one room, a marble hand from a 
broken statue, or a carved bit of amber. 

As he ate, the cutter pushed the rest of the food over to his 
children carelessly, but he told painstakingly what news he had 
picked up at the Arsenal or along the Mesd. He fed their 
minds. Tbc carpet of the sleeping alcove for the women had 
a woven design of horses drawing a cliariot. Tho charcoal^of 
the brazier that warmed the cliambcr might be gray and smok¬ 
ing, but the family group hung upon a tale of splendor, of a 
thousand candles carried in procession, or of the four marble 
lions brought to stand before the portal of the Holy Apostles. 
They met with others in a multitude only during the parades 
and festivals of the Church, or clustering around the gates of 
the hippodrome when the chariots ran. Tlicy could hear the 
shouting then. This listening and gazing at splendor made 
their days endurable. In the same way the broken marble 
hand held a fraction of beauty,»o/ something that one day 
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might belong to the family. Petrus studied these people pa* 
tiently, and a question formed in his mind and stayed there a 
long time. Tliese people of Constantinople did not belong to 
a single race, as dia bis folk of Bederiana in tlie Vardar valley; 
they held to no tradition, as liad the citizens of ancient Rome; 
and certainly they had no one religion. What, then, held them 
together—and what would ever impel them forward? 

Petrus had a way of chewing over a puzzle until he made 
some sense out of it. Because he felt an odd envy of Theodo* 
sius the Emperor, who had built the great walls, he often 
stopped to study the emblematic figures over tlie portal of the 
Porta A urea. Surdy, in spite of the proud legend beneath 
them, this Theodosius had brought no age of gold to his dty. 
(And his portrait statue badly needed cleaning.) The eagle, of 
course, was the traditional bird of the Caesars, yet it had two 
heads, as if looking two ways. Why? And above all, what did 
the winged woman represent? When Petrus asked others in 
the hurrying throng, they glanced up indifferently and an¬ 
swered Victory, or an angel, of course, or only God knows. 
No one noticed the slender half circle of tarnished silver, like 
a crescent moon, on her forehead. 

That moon belonged to the ancient Byzantium, and the 
mysterious woman might be the genius of the ancient city, 

Legend told how the new moon, emerging from the clouds, 
had revealed the phalanx men of Philip of Macedon stealing 
up to the old acropolis. In that dim time the people of Byzart- 
tium had saved their city by tearing out the gravestones to 
mend breaches in the wall; they had ripped the planking from 
their homes to build new ships. Like vanished Carthage, theirs 
had been a metropolis apart from others, a free city beyond the 
rule of empire. Vespasian in anger had stripped it of privileges 
—calling it an oligarchy—and Severus had crushed it, de¬ 
molishing its defenses. Yet some power had intervened to 
preserve the ruined abode on the Bosporus, and grim Severus 
had been moved to rebuild its height, even adding a circus. 
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Like the acropolis itself at the mouth of the Golden Horn, 
the people had not changed in one respect from the inhab¬ 
itants of legend. They held to the almost forgotten Greek 
right to overthrow rulers for misrule. * 

Byzantium had never sought to become the center of the 
world-state. Constantine had made it that. And in Constanti¬ 
nople the old custom of revolt still survived. Not by the 
patrician order alone, or the privileged senators, and certainly 
not by the intelligentsia of the schools, but by priests and 
demes and the working guilds—on those rare occasions when 
the dty made up its collective mind to rebel. 

This will of the aroused people was the ene motive force of 
the community. It waited like a specter at a feast, to intervene 
in affairs. Petrus came to know that. 

One evening the forum of Theodosius changed before his 
eyes. An army without weapons moved in from the streets and 
settled itself there over campfires, shadowy figures waiting. 
Across the way the church was draped in black cloths of 
mourning. Over (he distant waters, barges and fishing boab 
pulled in toward the docks and seamen thronged up from the 
waterfront to join the argument around the fires. 

Word had gone through the streets that the people must 
have another emperor. 

Rumors reached the students gathered to watch from the 
porticoes of tlie auditoriums. The orthodox Patriarch had been 
deposed by order of the palace. It was all the doing of the 
palace, and it stank of heresy—trying to change the Trisagion, 
the greeting to Cod. **That old goat Anastasius, trying to put 
new words into the Trisagion. Now we understand that his 
father was an Arian and his uncle a Manichaeanl” 

Anastasius, an old man, had been popular enough as em¬ 
peror. But he had ventured to interfere in a religious matter, 
no less than the voicing of the creed of the people—at least 
of the majority now assembling io [he streets. There was more 
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to the grievance than that, but the mass of the marchers 
throught only of the loss of their patriarch and the clianging of 
tlicir hymn- “Holy, Mighty, Immortal Lord," they shouted in 
unison the old familiar words. Singing, they forced their way 
into the great church by the palace. They fought the armed 
guards who came to drive them out. This great church of 
Hagia Sophia*—of the Divine Wisdom—belonged to them, 
not to the individual who happened to wear the imperial pur¬ 
ple. And Anastasius himself had been no more than a silentiary 
of the Sacred Palace when the widowed Empress Ariadne had 
selected him for a consort. 

So the rumors ran through the streets, until the populace 
found a voice. "Give another emperor to the Romansl" 

On the Middle Way they started to pull down the statue of 
Anastasius. They fired the house of the Praetorian Prefect. 
Two military commanders without escort came to the crowd 
around the statue—Celcr, a general from the eastern frontier, 
and Fatricius, Master of the Guards. A volley of stones forced 
them to go back. After that, public criers appeared in the 
districts to report to the people that Anastasius would address 
them in the hippodrome on the monow. 

Accordingly, and without further disturbance, all the fac¬ 
tions of the city assembled on the benches of the circus stands 
to hear their emperor. For the hippodrome, which adjoined 
thp palace itself, was the assembly place of the people. The 
crowds that met together otherwise only in festivals or riots 
occupied their allotted tiers, each with its demarch (leader of 
deme or party) ready to rise and argue its particular grievance. 
In so much the hippodrome of Constantinople resembled the 
areopagus of Athens. 

At such a time the beaten earth of the racecourse stretched 
empty: no officials took post on the central spine where the 
obelisk of forgotten Pharaohs of Egypt towered by the twisted 
bronae serpents of Delphi. At the starting end of the spine 
stood the portrait statue o^Anastasius, only slightly above the 
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memorial figure of the driver Porphyrius, who had won nine 
out of ten of his races. 

That particular morning forty thousand pairs of eyes kept 
watch on the drawn curtains of the KathiSTna> the imperial 
gallery above the starting end of the track. Tlie armored 
guards waited there with standards lowered. At any moment 
the Emperor himself might appear between the curtains to 
defend lumsclf before the citiaens who were also his judges. 
Anastasius had promised to do that. 

To farmers from the Asia shore, this was a spectacle of vast 
power at stake. To men—no woman might appear in the 
circus—of the government bureaus it meant no more than an 
election gamble; no matter who sat on the throne, the goverr^ 
ment bureaus would administer the country as before. A chief 
secretary, John of Lydia, who wore his toga in the old Roman 
manner, gave his verdict. “Anastasius was the mildest of men, 
yet he burned the documents of the income tax, thereby abol* 
ishing the tax.” Lydus was employed in the Bureau of Me¬ 
morials. 

Another John, a hulking Cappadocian, gave a snort and a 
shout. “Then give me a soldier who will bum all the docu¬ 
ments.” He kept accounts in the War Office, after a fashion of 
his own. 

From the north stand came the refrain, “Give another em- 
peror to the KoTnar\s'' The south stand answered "Throw a 
praetorian Prefect to the wild beasts.” 

It may be that the aged man in t 1 :e palace had allowed the 
multitude time to voice its feelings and thereby to become 
somewhat satisfied. For abruptly the impassive guards swung 
up their standards, cymbals chimed sharply, and trumpets 
sounded. The curtains swung back. A white-haired man 
stepped quietly forward. All the stands became silent. For 
Anastasius wore no imperial diadem, no belt or scarlet boots. 
He stooped a little under the mantle of a common citizen. 

Before the throng recovered Jsom its astonishment or a 
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dcmarch lifted his voice in challen|e, the official announcer 
stepped to Anastasias' side. His trained voice flung out words 
distinctly. ‘The Emperor, Ever August . . . feels no guilt in 
his heart. ... Yet since his people hold him guilty ... he 
resigns his rank. Wlio, thccj, will you have ... for emperor?" 

Astonishment deepened at this. The factions had come pre¬ 
pared to challenge tlieir emperor, not to name his successor. 
A quick tumult of voices followed, and then a single hearty 
laugh. John of Cappadocia, who had no right to speak, jumped 
up with a roar: "You win. Anastasiust" 

This familiar cry acted like a keynote on the gathering. 
After a moment tin crowd broke into cadenced acclamation. 
"Worthy I You arc worthy, Anastasius! Ever August—reign as 
you have lived I" 

The citizens remembered that in spite of his eccentric re¬ 
ligion, their elderly monarch was in fact a religious man. They 
all went back to their homes, and the city became quiet. As 
for the Trisagiou, the people chanted it deflantly in the old 
words, and Anastasius wisely bowed to their will in this matter. 

In his earlier years Anastasius had dreamed of aeating a 
stronger state and a nobler city; yet he had managed only to 
strengthen the provincial towns and to dredge some harbors 
and lay aside a reserve of gold; now he had aged too much to 
do more than show Iiimself to the people as thdr Autocrat. 

,Soon after the Trisagion riot, danger appeared in another 
quarter, and this time Petrus Sabbatius was concerned in it. 

Hiat happened because of Justin, his uncle. Like most other 
Balkans, Justin had a strong feeling for his family; however, 
he had no children of his own. A generation earlier he had 
left his scanty farm at Bcderiana, carrying a bag of toasted 
bread and a rain cloak, to walk to Constantinople and draw 
the "dust money" of a volunteer after his long walk. Being 
powerful in body and careful in carrying out orders, he gained 
a command on the troubled eastern front; having a knack of 
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keeping his own counsel and of making influential friends, he 
was taken into the Guards of the palace itself. Handsome and 
taciturn, Justin claimed to be no more than a simple soldier, 
but he had a trick of making the dice fall his way when the 
stakes were high. After he won this honorable post and pay, 
he sent for his sister Praejecta from the Vardar valley, and she 
found a husband of good family, in fact a descendant of the 
famous Ancinii of the older Rome. Tliey named their first 
born son Oermanus, after an early soldter-Caesar, and gave him 
the hard education of a gentleman. 

Lacking a son of his own, Justin sent to his other sister 
abiding at home, offering to educate and adopt her boy Petrus. 
By then Justin realized the handicap of his own poor schooling, 
and apparently hoped to make use of the brains of the well* 
read son of Sabbatius. The boy, he remembered, had been a 
devout churchgoer with an instinct for law. By keeping his 
enlightened nephew in the background, Justin could preserve 
his pose of a simple soldier, This agreement between them 
worked out well enough at first. Petrus had no interest in 
soldiering, but he haunted the auditoriums like a starving man 
admitted to feast tables. Yet after listening to praise of the 
ancient Divine Caesars, he read for himself Juvenal's satires 
on their human failings. Attracting no attention, he followed 
his own orbit through the city, amicable to everyone yet keep* 
ing the family reticence about his own thoughts. Forgone 
thing, he never mentioned his peasant father, Sabbatius. As 
the custom was, he took a name from his adopted father, the 
name being Justinian. 

For a good reason he saw little of his young cousin Gcr* 
manus. That boy went to the gymnasia wliere children of the 
affluent families learned to have sound, enduring bodies and 
dutiful minds. Otherwise they played at besieging forts and 
hunting down imaginary beasts in the brush-filled valley of 
the aqueduct below the university. 

Schooling (n Constantinople J>egan within the family. A 
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girl as well as a boy learned to read at the age of five, Then a 
pedagogue arrived to begin grammar work with the children. 
This meant und^tanding as well as reading Homer and 
others. The teacher expl^ned in the familiar Latin or Greek 
of street chatter what ^e poet had written in his ancient 
Creek. In their turn the chOdren had to explain the virtues 
that made Hector a hero and the tribulations that made an 
end of Pham. At about the age of ten, girb left the grammar 
schooling to learn the skiUs and ways of the women’s quarters. 

At fourteen or fifteen a boy might leave the home to attend 
a hall of rhetoric-'with the family pedagogue accompanying 
him. Now the rhetors of the halls, who were usually Greeks, 
taught much more than public speaking, although that was 
extremely important, The youths studied Demosthenes for his 
arguments against a tyranny; while they copied the style of 
Thucydides, they debated the ideals of his time. The rhetor 
in his gray and black mantle officiated like a priest; he quoted 
the sayings and proverbs of old tune. Music and medicine 
were included io the sciences—but always by the writings of 
the ancients who had lived in a different thought-world, ruled 
by Plato. Lessons went on in the afternoons as well as the 
mornings. Often the boys would burst out in rebellious song 
or shout in unison a philippic against the tyranny of teaching. 
They sensed too well that the teaching within the halls had 
little to do with their life in the Streets. 

At that time there was no real aristocracy of Constantinople. 
Except for the new ridi, who gained only oddments of learn¬ 
ing from hired tutors, there were merely the families of the 
military commanders. The noble girls who drove to the shop¬ 
ping districts with veiled heads in carriages bearing silver 
crests, escorted by a chamberiain, were servanb of the Em¬ 
press. Women of unquestioned nobility kept themselves in 
seclusion, being wives of refugees or hostages from the outer 
barbarian kingdoms. Then, too, there were the picturesque 
visitors from the court of (Sc Great King of Persia, or from 
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Arabia the Blessed. So it chanced that the young Germanus 
grew up in fellowship with lordly barbarians while Justinian 
made his friends in the depths of the ci^—a circumstance 
that had its effect on both of them. 

When Vitalian's revolt threatene'd the city, Justinian held 
the rank only of a candidate, an apprentice guard of the palace. 
Obviously Justin had not troubM to gain a better post for 
him. Neither of them explained the matter, yet it appears that 
the stubborn neplicw had no wish to play the part of secretary 
to the officer-uncle. And, as it happened, both of them nar¬ 
rowly escaped execution during the coming of Vitalian. 

Ostensibly, this new crisis grew out ef the religious dis¬ 
turbance that nearly cost Anastasius his throne, Actually, it 
was a swift move on the part of a frontier commander to seize, 
not the throne, but the power of the throne. Vitalian, Count 
of the Allies, a skilled soldier and ruthless gambler, led his 
troops in from the Danube on the plea of restoring the old re¬ 
ligion. In doing so he brought along formidable contingents of 
barbarian allies, including some Bulgar-Huns on the promise 
of ransom to be gained from the city of the weak and aged Em¬ 
peror. That kind of disaster had befallen western Rome many 
times, including the advent of Gaius Julius Caesar with his 
field army across the border river, Rubicon. In this case there 
were battles along the Danube and wary maneuvering all the 
way to Constantinople. 

The true crisis came, as $0 often before, with a test of loyal¬ 
ties: who would keep his oath to serve the Emperor of the 
Romans, and who would cast his fortune with the fortunate 
Vitalian, a Goth by descent, but a militaty genius? 

Vitalian collected his ransom, gave it in largesse to his army, 
and then broke his pledge of peace by moving suddenly down 
to the Bosporus to camp among the suburban villas and mon¬ 
asteries. Whereupon the citizenry gathered on the great wall 
to watch events—as couriers sped in through the military 
gates and agents of the palace ported up bronze plaques en- 
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gnvcd with Anastasias' promise to remit bxe$ of the prov¬ 
inces where most of the soldiers had their homes. In the 
opinion of the streets, this was a matter to be settled among 
the oficen of the armed, forces. As to Vitalian, rumor pic* 
tured him as a gaunt, stammering bundle of ene^. yet he was 
unquestionably a Roman ofBcer and an orthodox believer, and 
he seemed to have the secret of victory. Leading commanders 
in the dty pleaded friendship with Vitalian, and asked to be 
relieved from serving against him. They were relieved. 

The mild but surprisingly determined Arrastaslus put his 
civilian minister in charge of defense and arrested all officers 
who had any connection with the defiant Count of the Allies. 
Among these. Justin of the Guard was taken into custody, and 
his sword and belt were removed. He was throwing dice, one 
hand against the other^ under the interested eyes of his escort 
when other soldiers led in Justinian to join him. 

By chance uncle and nephew had been confined in the 
quartets of a magfster mslitum —one of the five masters of 
soldiers—nicknamed John the Hunchback. And by another 
chance John the Hun^bad: and Justin had helped each other 
out of trouble in the Persian wars. When the Magistei dis¬ 
covered his guests at dice in his antnoom, he swore roundly 
that he had more need of a living officer than of a corpse hang* 
ing from a rope at the gate of the Praetorium. 

Jgstin remarked that he agreed, but he was under arrest for 
the good of the Empire. The next day the worried Magister 
declared he bad been given a portent; in fact he had dreamed 
that his two prisoners would one day become the salvation of 
the Empire. On the strength of this dream—which he liked to 
retell in later years-^-John the Hunchback secured the release 
of Justin and his nephew. He was justified of his friendship, 
In the decisive confiict that took place across the Golden 
Horn, Justin managed to drive off the dreaded Hunnish cav¬ 
alry of Vitalian. At the same time a Beet gathered in the harbor 
and cleared the Bosporus pb rebel vessels by use of a new 
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weapon, a flaming liquid tliat burned on water. An unknown 
Greek had brought the secret of ft to the Arsenal and had iC' 
fused a talent of gold in reward—so that the flame weapon 
became known as the Greek’s fire. * 

In due reward for tliefr services,’John the Hunchback be* 
came Master of the Guards at the palace, while the veteran 
Justin was named Count of the Excubitors ('‘The Watch* 
ers"), the three liundred picked bodyguards of the palace. 

The resourceful Vitalian escaped with his horsemen to the 
frontier; other leaders of the revolt were promptly executed— 
a miscarriage of justice that Justinian did not fail to note. 

To render thanks for his deliverance,*the aged Anastasius 
went in the scarlet state barge up the Bosporus to the scene 
of Justin's victory, where he landed to make offering at the 
shrine of Michael Archangel, who had protected his city, 
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Three years later—it was the year 518 after Christ—on a 
hot midsummer night the old man died unexpectedly. With 
his life, the dynasty of Theodosius ended. Death at the age of 
eighty-eight not being entirdy unlooked for, people were awake 
in the Sacred Palace prepared to carry out their duties. 

White-robed silentiaries clad the body in the jeweled gar¬ 
ment of audience; they placed candles at its head and feet so 
that it appeared to be sleeping under the mosaic ceiling that 
held the blue of the evening sky agleam with gold stars. After 
inspecting the chamber and finding it properly arranged, the 
silentiaries went out to the officer on duty in the corridor and 
repeated the words of tradition: '*Our lord has ceased to exist 
as a man; now there must be deliberation guided by God, to 
elect an emperor.'* 

The officer was Justin. As diat> required, he summoned bis 
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Excubitors to the gates to keep order, and alerted Celer, Master 
of Offices as well as a wartime friend. He also sent for the 
candidate fustinian. his nephew. Then while the chamberlains 
gathered together the bdt, scarlet hose, and purple mantle to 
place upon the man who would be elected emperor, couriers 
raced through the night to warn the Patriarch, the other min* 
isters, and leading senators. So much was written into the reo> 
ord of that night, which however, does not explain what fol¬ 
lowed except to mention that “much confusion ensued.'' 

In this confusion Justinian took decisive action. The nephew 
of the Count of the Excubitors bad little influence within the 
palace, but he had by now a profound knowledge of Roman 
tradition and an understanding of people. Moreover, he had 
allies in the three high officers, Celer and Justin and John the 
Hunchback. And during the first hours this triumvirate of the 
army held authority. 

They never explained that they had agreed to act together, 
and Justinian as usual made no comment But their actions 
brought about a result “b^ood belief," according to the 
dironlcler. 

By sunrise the leading prelates and statesmen were hurrying 
into the Bronze Gate wearing tiie black gannents of moum- 
ing. They were ushered into the secluded banqueting hall, 
where Celer greeted them. “We must decide on a name 
qu^pkly," he wanwd them. “If we do that, the othen will fol¬ 
low our lead without thinking. But if we don't act quickly, 
well have to follow them.** 

The others were the ordinary citizens, now beginning to 
trickle into the stands of the adjoining hippodrome. Custom 
required that a new emperor be named by tiie combined min¬ 
isters and senators, with the approval of the Patriarch. The 
name, furthermore, must be accepted by the army, and the 
candidate then brought before the assembled citizenry for ap¬ 
proval. At this last moment the city might reject the choice 
of the palace, with disastroirscoiksequences. 
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As the morning wore on, the hippodrome filled up. As Ccler 
bad foreseen, the people’s factions gave tongue when the cur¬ 
tains remained drawn across the Kathisma. '’Long live the 
senate] Roman senate, do something! WliAe is our emperor, 
given by God, for the army, for the pAoplc?” 

In the Triclinium hall of the Excubitors the statesmen— 
who had been roused from sleep to meet an emergency*^ 
found it difficult to make a choice. One of them must be 
named Autocrat and ruler of millions of souls. The dominant 
Empress. Ariadne, who could have made the decision for 
them, had lain in her porphyry tomb many years. The mild 
Anastasius had not presumed to suggest % successor. He had 
no sons, and the worthiest of his three nephews, Hypatius by 
name, had been captured in the early strife by Vit^an and 
held for a ransom of 90,000 pieces of gold-—which hardly 
qualified him to rule. Celer had no name to surest. The 
Patriarch waited silently in his chair to hear the decision of 
the statesmen. In a far comer Justin also waited, having no 
voice in the debate, being simply at his post of duty. 

Over the arudous debaters lay the shadow of die Trisagion 
rioting. The new ruler must be no schismatic like Anastasius, 
but an orthodox believer. Over them also lay the memory of 
the recent civil conflict. A man must be found to deal with 
the Vitalians of the frontiers. 

Echoes reached them from the vociferous hippodrome. 
Shouts came from the distant Ivory Gate where the chamber* 
lains with the regalia of empire waited. Outside that gate the 
army was making its presence felt. Justinian had taken his 
place there with the soldiers. 

These were the troops tn praesentis-^t household forces 
consisting of the numerous parade^round Guards, and the few 
fighting Excubiton. (The lowly candidates had no voice in 
such a matter.) There between ^e palace and the crowds, the 
soldiers were naming choices of thdr own. Oddly enough, 
some Excubitors raised John the Ijunchback to their shoulders 
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and shouted for him until a volley of stones from the Blue 
faction on the benches assailed him, and Justinian intervened 
to take his name to the Ivory Gate. 

.Whereupon the Guards gathered together to raise a master 
of soldiers to a table, only to be attacked by Excubitors with 
drawn swords. Hiese armed men debated with their weapons. 
Justinian drew the Magister away to safety, calling out his 
name. At this the Excubitors caught Justinian, to raise him up 
as their choice, but he broke away from them. Then the sol¬ 
diers pounded on the gate, demanding that the robe and 
crown be brought out to them. The experienced chamberlains 
in turn demanded the names chosen by the people. At each 
name, they shouted a refusal. 

This unusual byplay at the gate increased the anxiety of the 
senators, as it may have been intended to do. It seem^ to be 
urgent to name someone satisfactory to the army outside. At 
the moment only the pohtic Grand Chamberlain, Amantius, 
pressed for a candidate Little known to the others, but un¬ 
doubtedly an adherent of Amantius. He said that safety lay in 
proposing a moderate man as the senate’s choice. To reinforce 
his argument the intent Amantius had brought a sack of 
jewels of price, preparing to offer them around as the gift of 
the Emperor-to-be. 

At this point the impassive Justin, who had a quick eye for 
the fall of dice, stepped forward to relieve the Grand Chamber- 
lain of the sack and to offer the jewels wordlessly, while 
Amantius followed him with whispered urgings. They must 
waste not a moment more. 

The troubled Patriardi rose to his feet. Before he could 
speak, a parade-ground voice broke through the bustle. *'Long 
hve Justin, our Emperor given by God." 

Celer, watching the archpriest, cried it out Certainly it 
astonished the oblivious Amantius more than Justin. Senators 
who were landownen and had suffered from the eccentricity 
of Anastasius of glorious rgemoiy cried out in relief. For the 
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Count of the Excubitors was a sound old soldier who would 
not interfere with the economy. Not at the age of sixty-eight. 
Amentius shouted in fury that he was no more than a awine^ 
herd. But the wearied Patriarch raised two Angers in blessing. 
Justin belonged to the Orthodox CKiirch, and would at least 
be capable of keeping the peace. 

Magister Celer waited for no more; he hurried Justin 
through the corridor with friendly senators escorting them, out 
through the Ivory Cate. In the throng outside someone struck 
Justin across the mouth, and he was bleeding as he entered 
the Kathisma. 

When he stood before the curtains there was only the brief¬ 
est silence. The Excubitors roared at sight of their commander. 
The Blue faction rejoiced to see a man of their own conserva¬ 
tive order, while the mass of the people remembered him as 
the victor over the Hunnish horsemen. Although bleeding, he 
stood erect and handsome, crowned by white curls, a true sol¬ 
dier at attention. 

“Justin, August, you will conquer!” 

At this the watching guards raised the military standards. 
Others held their shields over Justin while a chain of gold was 
placed on his head and the imperial mantle fitted over his 
tunic, From the excited throngs came a chorus of greeting: 
“Reign as you have lived ... be abundant, Imperator . . . 
worthy of the city, worthy of the world. . . . You are ortho¬ 
dox—an orthodox emperor reigns . . . restore the commun¬ 
ion and give us honest magistrates.” 

When he had been cleansed and robed, Justin made a brief 
answer to his people, He said that every soldier present would 
have five gold numeri and a pound of silver, and he hoped (hat 
everyone would have peace and prosperity, 

So the official record of that day could say with much truth 
that Justin had been elected to lead the Empire '|by favor of 
the Orthodox Church, by choice of the high ministers of the 
Saaed Palace and of the senate pd by the election of the 

s 
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army/’ Nothing wu said about the verdict of the people or 
Justinian. He did not appear beside his unde in the triumph 
at the Kathisma or the ensuing consecration at the great 
church. 

Justinian had gained what the rebellious Vitalian had failed 
to win, a certain power behind the throne. This was not ap* 
parent to others as yet, artd Justinian made no effort to assert 
it It seems that he meant to make use of it in a way of his 
own. 


$ JOYOUS INTEM.UDE 

The heart of Constantinople beat strongly during the years 
that followed. That heart had not been planned by Constantine 
himself. It bad grown of its own accord where the arterial 
streams of the population met in the space between the great 
Hagia Sophia, the senate house, and the pabce itself. On the 
fourth side the wide Mes^ the Middle Way, descended into it 
and ended there. 

This central space had been the madcet place of ancient 
Byaantium. It resembled in many ways St. Mark’s square in 
still'tO'bC'built Venice. Although it had been named originally 
The Four Porticoe^ people called it the Augusteum from the 
giant statue of Augustus Caesar standing over the Golden 
Milestone which marked the end of all the roads of tlie Em- 
pire*-<opied. like the statue, from the originals in the older 
Rome. 

At least once every day most important people passed 
through the Augusteum square-H>fiiccrs on their way to the 
palace barracks, senators threading through the massed marble 
goddesses and chariot drivers that guarded their portico, ordi¬ 
nary citizens beating petitions, inventions, or manuscripts to 
sell. These sought the benches on the shady north side to wait 


57 


Jcfyous Interlude 

for possible admittance to the adjoining great Bronze Gate, 
where white-iobed candidates sort^ out the callen. Those ad* 
mitted were taken to the Referendarius, wljo decided whether 
they might go farther. Naturally the Augustcum became the 
haunt of newS'gatherers and wandering preachers. In fact news 
bulletins were often hung up by the Chalkd (Bronze) Gate. 

Like modem headlines they were meant to catch the eye. 
Some have survivedt 

Comet Seen: what Does It Portend? Masters of Science 
Unable to Decide. . . . Marvellous Italian Performing 
Dog: Points out Loose Women. . . . Monk of the 
Syrian Desert: Accuses Our City Clergy'pf Feasting while 
Lazarus Waits- . . . New Land Grant to Veterans- . - . 

As the reign of the old soldier Justin b^n, these tidings 
were of peace, as he had promised on election, if not of pros* 
perity. For little luxury was visible as yet within the city. In 
fact, men were distinguished more by the maikiog of their 
uniforms than by splendor in their attire. When the shadow 
of the gnomon left the great sun clock at evening, the 
Praetorian Prefect, or prime minister, emerged from the 
Chalkd wearing a mantle of imperial purple which, however, 
reached only to his knees. Before him a single attendant car* 
lied the symbol of his oiEce, a silver inkstand. He was the 
same shrewd Marin us, once a Syrian merchant, who had r^n* 
aged so well under Anastasius and had contrived to defend the 
city at tlie coming of Vitalian. As Marinus passed out to his 
lofty chariot waiting beyond the pillars of the Augusteum, all 
army officers saluted him. In doing so they obeyed the old law 
that civilian authority should be above the military. The busy 
Prefect of the City wore the ancient toga of a judge girdled 
by a plated military belt. 

Among the officers who saluted were two young command¬ 
ers from the frontiers. They were close friends although one 
was Mundus, the newly baptized son of a Heml chieftain. 
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and the other a quiets yellow*inancd Dalmatian, a graduate of 
the military academy, named Belisarius. The two of them 
served Justinian a^ military advisers. 

Like the Prefect, these men from the limes found that fustin 
kept order with an iron hand. Tlie eunuch Amantius, who had 
schemed against his election, disappeared, having been put to 
death. If disorder broke out in the streets, leaders of all fac¬ 
tions were jailed impartially. As for that prime mover of re¬ 
volt, Count Vitalian, he was summoned to the palace and 
named Caesar—war lord—and consul. The eyes in the Au- 
gusteum took note that when the restless, overbearing Count 
Vitalian at last appeared through the Mesd columns, a band 
of barbarian swordsmen kept close to his back. 

Men remembered that in the fighting of a few years before 
Vitalian had been careful to avoid being drawn into the city 
gates. A lone wolf is wary of traps, But Justin and Justinian 
and Marinus had pledged his safety as Caesar of the Empire, 
After all, he had taken up arms for the old religion, which 
Justin now upheld, having learned its prayers in the ranks of 
the army. As to Justinian, who kept so in the bacl^round, few 
people could say anything. 

The unexpected thing happened during the quiet of an eve¬ 
ning when the crowds had left the Augusteum. Swiftly as al¬ 
ways, Count Vitalian rode up to the Chalks He entered with 
or\]y a secretary and a sword bearer following because he had 
been bidden to a light refreshment in the Delpbax hall. He 
passed the quarters of the Guards, attracting no attention. 
Then shouting and the rasping of steel broke out in the cor¬ 
ridor beyond. 

Vitalian was found there dead. Attendants in the corridor 
said there had been a sudden brawl with armed Partisans of 
the Blues. There was no one to testify for the arrogant Vitalian 
because his two followers had been slain as well. But who had 
allowed Blue weapon-men to linger after dark in the palace it¬ 
self? «* 
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The city considered the mystery and decided that the silent 
Marinas had disposed of his old enemy. It did not seem like 
Justin, who had willing Excubitors at hjf side, to call in 
henchmen from the streets. Years {^ssed before his nephew 
was accused in whispers of this murder, By then in the eyes of 
observers Justinian had become a different person. As far as his¬ 
tory goes, the riddle of Vitalian’s end remains unsolved. 

As a result, the aging Justin was rid of the one person who 
might have proved both strong and dangerous. Gradually it 
became clear that the new Emperor would not be a simple 
Bgurchead, as his friends the privileged senators had hoped. 
Illiterate he must be, because he signed his name by aid of a 
stencil wrought in gold; unthinking—except in army matters 
—he certainly was. Yet behind him there was some contrary 
impulsion, as if from another mind both decisive and de¬ 
termined. It could not be the mind of his wife because she 
had none, being a former camp-follower, Lupidna by name, 
and now as empress under the name of Euphemia—better 
sounding—interested only in churchgoing. 

True, Justinian held no visible power. He held nobility only 
in name, and by rank he was no more than Count of Domes¬ 
tics—Celer commanded the palace troops. Unde and nephew 
seemed to meet together only in the few hours when Justin 
was not on parade. However, an order given for the Hogging of 
Blue leaders during Justinian*s absence in illness was counter¬ 
manded when he returned to his uncle. An invitation sent to 
the bishops in far-off St. Peter’s in Justin’s—stenciled— 
name brought these priests of the West to the Egnatian Way 
for the first time in long years of separation between the 
churches of East and West. It was Justinian who rode out to 
the ten-mile marker to greet them in the name of the Patri¬ 
arch who had not summoned them. 

Nor did this quiet man from the Balkan mountains have a 
patron among the magnates to back his career. Not unless it 
might be Tribonian, the eccentiio master of laws who drew 
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hts in 6ve figures {or taking a case, while aig^iing the folly of 
existing laws. At thirty-seven years of age, with gray showing 
in his unkempt ba^» Justinian went his persuasive way, wearing 
a coarse woolen cloak in the winter cold. He gained more pop¬ 
ularity in the shops of the Middle Way than in the palace it¬ 
self. He kept asking why things were done. ‘*A Diogenes with¬ 
out a lantern/’ witty Peter the Patrician called him. 

In the office of the Memoriae in<]uisitive John of Lydia 
found no trace of Justinian's name in the decrees he filed 
away. Justin truly reigned. The wiseacres of the Augusteum 
who had prophesied that Justinian would be proclaimed Cae¬ 
sar after Vitalian’s end were mistaken. In any case, John of 
Lydia assured himself that the great bureaus that he served 
carried on the work of Empire regardless of who signed the 
decrees. So-called emperors came and went—the bureaus en¬ 
dured unchanged. They alone preserved a remnant of ’‘an¬ 
cient grandeur." It did not occur to John that Justinian might 
have persuaded his uncle to change that state of affairs. 

Observers in the Augusteum noticed that the Emperor's odd 
nephew seldom (oined the throngs seeking the portal of Hagia 
Sophia at the Vespers hour when candles lighted up the dark 
nave of the church. More often, alone, he would be kneeling by 
the altar of the remote Studion where The Sleepless main¬ 
tained their song of praise. 

Because he made his way into the living rooms behind the 
workshops to watch the women and children, they came to 
call him Aknt<2s, meaning, in the common speech, a pro¬ 
tector. Not an armed guard, and not an overlord, but a pro¬ 
tector in distress. Once when the wool-sellers were boarding 
up their shops at the hour of lamp lighting, he came upon a 
thin woman still working intently, he: dark mane of hair bent 
over a loom. She was a woman still young, Theodora by name. 

She had been an actress-prostitute—one thing meant the 
other—and by sitting at the loom she might have been posing 
to catch the attention ofrpassfng men. But she was poor 
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enough, and she did not take her skilled fingers from the warp 
of the wool when she answered his questions. 

Then one evening he led Theodora awa^ with him, to his 
solitary rendezvous, They climbed dark stair to the sum¬ 
mit of the Emperor Theodosius’ column to watch the lamps 
lighted in the pattern of the streets. The girl prostitute was 
much younger than he, and she kept silence in the dark aerie 
when he told her of his fancy—that the glow of the city 
lighted the darkness of all the outer lands. 

Justinian often yielded to his imagination, as a young boy 
docs. Now he thought that the glow bcncatli them Ranged to 
a triumphal illumination, from lamps sebin all the balconies, 
and that the great square was covered with carpets, over which 
he rode while streamers waved from the windows and accla¬ 
mations greeted him, like a Caesar of old times: “Justinian, 
you have conquered t” Then the acclamation became the chant 
of The Sleepless: “'We poor and needy ones , , . praise thee, 
OurLordr 

This vision of the unreal satisfied the vanity of the indrawn 
man. It quickened his feeling of responsibility for the silent 
woman. Theodora told him she was afraid of falling without 
a railing to hold to. 

Soon afterward Justinian took to working longer houia at 
night—although what tasks might make such demand upon a 
Count of the Domestics were not apparent. (Justinian ipust 
have felt the need of making up for Justin's lack of knowl¬ 
edge.) By the beacon of his reading lamp he pored over the 
decrees and reports written out for the Emperor during the 
day, What he read burned into his memory. 

At the same time he changed his quarters to the House of 
Hormisdas between the palace and the sea. This new home he 
shared with Theodora. 

The house itself had been built for a refugee prince of Per¬ 
sia, Hormisdas. Secluded fron» tlie streets it occupied the 
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cypiess-grown slope beneath the far end of the hippodrome 
and the residences of the palace. So it was, in a sense, a gate 
house. When thei;chariots raced, the roar of the crowd beat 
down on it: "Nika, nika , . . win, win, win!" 

Although she had never been allowed in the stands, The¬ 
odora had heard this cry often in the years when she had 
been a hanger*on at the theater. Then at times she could 
hear the silver organ note and the duting of a festival in the 
palace gardens. She could not enter the gardens, having been 
a prostitute, while Justinian might walk in his silent manner 
into the robing chamber of the Emperor. There were so 
many differences between them. Because she had suffered 
from the callousness of men, and because she had an inward 
fear of the tenacious man, her master, Theodora decided 
that she would never be subservient to him. 

It must have seemed unreal to her. when she became 
Justinian's mistress, to preside over a house of her own. She 
kept carefully to its seclusion. Theodora had a craving to be 
close to the sea. Here, designed it is true for a homesick 
Persian grandee, were chambers of gleaming tiles and sea- 
green marbles opening upon a gallery that overlooked the 
masts and busy quays of the New Harbor, Sometimes when 
the north wind kept them from their proper anchorage, 
pleasure barges of the ladies of the propolomd, the diadem 
and veil, who waited upon the Empress, appeared beneath 
the gallery. Always the riling sun lighted it, tracing a dazzling 
path across the sea to her couch. 

Theodora had an imagination, which she kept to henclf. 
She had learned that illusions can be painful. Across the sea 
in Cyrenaica she had been driven from the house of another 
man of substance. She had walked into the desert, to leave 
a girl child during days of poverty with kindly people on the 
river Nile. The years had left her without moral sense, but 
she knew how to hold fast to those she cared for and to take 
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$avage retribution upon anyone who slighted her. She had, 
besides^ a dread of poverty, 

They say she had beauty. Her brows m^t over dark, ques¬ 
tioning eyes; her slight body grew, tense with feeling. She 
could mimic solemn people, and s1ie had learned to smile 
when she was hurt. Justinian found her always gay» for she had 
learned very quickly how to please him. (His habits were as 
predictable as the dripping of the water clock that marked 
the hours.) It was more difficult to anticipate his thoughts, 
but Theodora managed to do that as well, having the gift 
of clairvoyance—a heritage from her ancestors, women of 
Asia. • 

Justinian must have been fourteen years older than the 
pantomimist of the theater. He felt an instinct of protection 
for a lovely cliild, and passion for this woman who could 
stir him to new desires. His passionate love endured as long 
as she lived, and Theodora had full realization of it. By a 
clumsy play upon her name, he called her his gift of God. 

In the opinion of the Augusteum these two who mated 
were different in nature as quicksilver from iron ore. It was 
not at all apparent that both natures touched the absolute 
in determination—Theodora's in her resolve never again to 
feel the filth and starvation of the caravan tracks of Africa, 
Justinian's in his determination to tear down the structure of 
the Empire he served. 


“long life to oub most pious auoufta!” 

During the joyous interlude at the house of Hormisdas, 
Justinian blossomed before the eyes of the city. His tall strid¬ 
ing figure became well groomed; he let hii mustache grow. 
When his name appeared—as Flavius Petrus Sabbatius Jus- 
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tinianus^Q the roll of the patricians, he discarded the gold 
neck ring of a Domestic for flowing white edged with scarlet. 
More than that, \\,t put new life into public festivals, and so 
became the idol of the prowds. 

He led tlie dominant Blue faction in parade to music on 
the birthday of the city. Named consul after the demise of 
Vitalian, he opened the hippodrome to games without heed* 
ing the cost. (By then the ancient rank of consul meant only 
the honor of a name inscribed on the ivory diptyches, and 
the expense of entertaining the common folk.) Tliey 
thronged happily under the flying banners to watch massed 
athletes and listen eritfcally to the choruses. Vicariously they 
felt the thrill of hunting down wild beasts. (Tlie records say 
that Justinian provided twenty lions and forty leopards and 
held the games at a cost of 288,000 solidi. The clerks in the 
treasury noted that he drew upon the gold reserve, the 320,- 
ccc pounds gathered painfully by Anastasius.) 

When the chariots raced, cripples from the Samson hospi¬ 
tal waited on benches through the niglit to be sure of their 
places; soothsayers edged through the crowd with portents to 
whisper and talismans to sell to predict the winners; country 
folk climbed to trees or roofs overlooking the arena wliere 
the clia riots sped and dashed for the brief moments that 
freed the spectators from all other anxieties. During the week 
of ^cing, Justinian the Consul often appeared alone in the 
Kathisina above the motionless four bronze liorses of Ly¬ 
sippus. The long hours of public display had begun to tire 
the aging Emperor. 

Justinian by now could do the work of both without tiring. 
As years passed, the invisible balance of their unclemcphew 
relationship shifted. Without a son of his own, Justin needed 
the aid of bis adopted son. For this he paid in his blunt 
way by ceding to the younger man estates from the imperial 
treasury—lands that turned out to be near Theodora's anccs* 
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tral home. But more than that his pride would not yield 
up. 

One morning a group of senators waited i^on tlie Emperor 
of the Romans at an early hour wljen he was being robed. 
Tliey were friends of Justinian, and in this unguarded moment 
they ventured the suggestion that Justin might well name his 
adopted son Caesar of the Empire. The old man gave little 
heed until he realized the significance of their words. With 
the rank of Caesar wer^t command of all armed forces. Then 
abruptly he gripped his belt, heavy with miniatures of pro¬ 
tecting saints, and a fold of his purple mantle. 

“Guard yourselves, my masters,” he .cried out, “against 
giving these to a younger man.“ 

This display of anger ended the politic attempt to bring 
Justinian nearer the throne. Whatever he did had to be car¬ 
ried out by the signed order of the older man. With their 
loyalty to family, these two had all the stubbornness of their 
Balkan mountains. The veteran soldier would see only mili* 
taiy necessity. To him it was unthinkable that a civilian 
who had never led the regiments toward battle could hold a 
post of command. 

And then a law was changed. Until then women of the 
theater had not been allowed to marry men of noble rank. 
Now at Justinian’s urging, the Emperor decreed that such 
a marriage might take place “if the womari has lived in purity 
for an interval.” It fitted Theodora's case. ^ 

Justin felt only sympathy for the slight pale girl who knelt 
before him with such evident devotion. Jn his day he had 
had an eye for the best of them, while Theodora had real 
respect for the aged mat) who could bestow ten thousand gold 
numeri with a word. He deebred her worthy to be enrolled 
among the patnebns, the only women who could enter the 
palace. This triangular agreement was broken unexpectedly 
by objection from the secluded Empress. Euphemia, who 
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had been Lupicinia of the camps, emerged from her pious 
occupation of building a church with her tomb attached. 
She made her onj: remark of public record. As empress she 
would never greet as wi^ of lier adopted son this brat from 
the circus. Theodora understood why. 

When the aged peasant woman had been laid in her por¬ 
phyry tomb» only one obstacle remained, The Church must 
give consent to the marriage. And the imaginative Justinian 
feared for his mistress in such an ordeal. 

Theodora surprised him by flinching not at all. There was 
a stillness in her at such a moment. Without pretense she 
responded in whispered Greek words to the questions of the 
Patriarch. She took his blessing upon her. 

All this shadow play within the palace reached the outer 
dty only in rumors. In reaction. Justinian had visitors who 
hinted that the way to highest rank would be opened to him 
if he took for his bride a chaste daughter of an ancient 
family. Cynics remarked that while empresses had been known 
to become prostitutes, no one had ever heard of a prostitute 
becoming an empress. Without heeding, Justinian quietly 
married the female pantom imist of the theater. 

They say that before he did so he made a gift to her of 
the House of Hormisdas. For a reason of her own she asked 
for that. 

hereupon something happened outside the Chalks gate. 
It did not come into the records because it was a voiceless 
movement, a thing we call popular sentiment. Theodora 
broke her seclusion. Unveiled in simple dark robe and 
chlamys, she drove through the streets. white mules drew 
her carriage; a chamberlain with his staff stood beside her. Run¬ 
ning slaves opened a way by calling her name. That name 
had been half forgotten. In this manner, a sight for staring 
eyes, she greeted the people of her streets, and they liked it. 

had been one of ^em. 

It was more than Theodora's doing, however. There was 
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need to think of the reign, Obviously the ailing Justin could 
name no one to succeed him, nor would it matter much if 
he did so. Apart from the palace» the crowds of the forums 
and church steps remembered how Jystinian had come among 
them like an Akritas and how he had thrown out sackfuls 
of silver at tlie festival of his consulship. Witliout debate, he 
became the candidate of the popular parties eight years after 
the crowning of Justin. 

At length Justin acted of his own accord. An old wound 
in his ankle had failed to heal, and now gangrene ate into his 
leg. He knew what that meant. Only weeks instead of years 
of life remained to him, There was one way to keep disturb¬ 
ance from the weak dominion after bis death. Justinian ex* 
plained how Diocletian^ a soldier also, had tried it. 

A few days before Easter of that year 527, Justin was helped 
to his throne seat in the bay of the Golden Triclinium. His 
favored Excubitors flanked him, impassive as the silvered 
double axes they held. Before him gathered the leaders of 
the senate who had supported him, with the Patriarch Epi- 
phanius, named by him. 

They knew beforehand the announcement he would make, 
but he used an odd phrase. ‘'By wiff of my people, I appoint 
my nephew and adopted son Justinian to be emperor with 
me." 

When the Patriarch added his prayer, the commanders 
of the army joined in the response: Amen. In the silence 
of agreement Justinian came to kneel in front of the old man 
to have the symbolic ring of gold placed on his head. Within 
a few minutes this small gathering dispersed. Justin had not 
been strong enough to appear in full audience in the Hagia 
Sophia. 

So it happened that only after Justin’s death that summer 
did Justinian enter the great church to be anointed Emperor 
of the Romans, Ever August. 

Afterwards he did somcthing*unwonted, Wearing diadem 
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and cloth o( gold, ^nd on his shoulders the imperial purple 
embroidered with the emblem of sovereignty* he turned aside 
from the Augustf.um to enter the Kathisma. There he gave 
greeting to the throng clustered in the hippodrome, 

At his side Theodora appeared. For the hrst time she stood 
inside the arena of the people, The eyes of the multitude 
beheld her slight 6gure resplendent in violet-purple de- 
scending to folds of cloth of gold, her dark hair agleam with 
pearl strings. 

Perhaps her beauty won the approval of the crow'd. For 
she could play her new part well, There was enthusiasm in 
the htua] acclamation: ''Worthy to reign 1 Long life to our 
Most Pious Augusta I'* 

In this way b^n the rule of the woman of the theater 
and the peasant from the mountains. It was August of 527, 
and the darkness of the western world was very near to the 
dty of Coristantinople. 
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STAGE OF THE PALACE 

HEH HE WAS proclaimed Justinian the First, Em¬ 
peror of the Romans, he had his full strength at forty-five 
years of age. To his straightforward mind his coronation 
meant one thing; he must rule his people in the great tra¬ 
dition of the vanished Caesars or half-legendary Constantihe. 
He never forgot that. 

A mechanism for acting the part lay ready to his hand. 
For two centuries, since the dynamic Constantine had walked 
around the foundations of his new abode, the mechanism 
had been tested by emergencies until it did its work as stead¬ 
ily as the dripping water clock that marked the hours in Jus¬ 
tinian’s corridor. In fact he needed only to step into this 
machinery of government to help it carry out its task. 
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He woke in the morning within the glimmer of white 
marble walls, beneath the sky-blue of the mosaic ceiling— 
as if he occupie4»a niche alone under the canopy of the sky. 
Indeed, his sleeping clianiber had a unique name, the Sacred 
Cubicle. When the fall of the bronze ball in the water clock 
chimed the hrst hour of light, Justinian had only to wait 
patiently for the human instruments of the palace to serve 
him. With a warning jangling of keys the Grand Janitor 
passed by to open all the doors. When a voiceless boy peered 
in and drew back the curtain, silcntiaries in white robes 
appeared at the Emperor’s side with a silver basin of water 
and fruit and cakes, to stay his night hunger. 

Before the second hour struck, vestiaries waited in the 
anteroom with his attire for the morning audience; chamber¬ 
lains—veteran eunuchs for the most part—saluted him by 
whispering any tidings that might be worthy of his hearing. 
The Grand Chamberlain brouglit a carefully written agenda 
of names of those who would approach him that morning, 
an account of any gifts to be offered, and a list of the rewards 
he might make in return for the gifts. (Not that Justinian 
needed written memorandums.) He was sheathed in the 
stiff mantle of deep purple that no other might wear. Under 
his right arm stretched the golden panel embroidered with 
symbols of his rank; on his right shoulder gleamed the 
jeweled orb of the earth beneath a cross; from the diadem 
covering bis head hung four great pearls. 

When these servitors made way for him and he stepped 
out into the corridor, he no longer resembled the son of 
Sabbatiusi he had become the Autocrat of tradition, He 
paused at the lighted shrine of Michael Archangel to offer a 
prayer. At the head of the stair Excubitors fell in before him, 
his palace attendants behind him. At the chiming of the 
half hour he stepped from a narrow corridor into the bay 
at the end of the audience hall, to the small throne that 
fairly shone among lampscolored glass within walls plated 
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with gold and inlaid with mosaic marbles. Before him, sep> 
arating him from the unseen audience, hung curtains oE 
luminous cloth of gold. t 

This was his stage. At a nod fropr him, chamberlains in 
the wings drew back the curtains. He faced an assemblage 
of senators, oiHcers, visitors, and petitioners, who did rever¬ 
ence to the appearance of the purple. Swiftly the steward of 
the palace itself and the counts of the two treasuries made 
their daily reports—wasting no time on details already written 
into the accounts—before the first person approa^ed the 
three porphyry steps leading up to the throne. 

Justinian did not speak unless he was moved to do so. He 
listened between the two bronze eagles that spread their wings 
protectingly over his head. The Grand Chamberlain made 
routine responses for him, until Justinian signed to him 
and the curtains were drawn again. Then the Chamberlain 
passed through the assemblage, murmuritjg "If you 
please—” to show that the morning audience had ended. 
All heads were bowed in the response: "Many years, many 
years, servant of the Lordl" 

Not until then might [ustiniatj return up the stairs to 
seek the women's quarters, where Theodora waited to share 
the midday meal with him. 

This was no idle display. It was carefully schemed to |ive 
m impression of power that hardly existed. The eyes of 
strangers beheld the man on the Triclinium throne as supra- 
human, to be reverenced. It all formed part of the plan of 
the Constantinopolitans for survival. 

Especially when a barbarian chieftain desired a sight of 
Justinian, as most of them did, the Sacred Palace put on its 
best act of glamour. 

Take the case of Grod. He is a newcomer, a Hun from the 
Cimmerian steppes, with a horse's mane hanging between 
the braids of hair on his back.. This Grod has brought his 

F 
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family and atabegs to tehold the mystery and magic of the 
imperial city- 

With tnimpeift sounding before liim and icon-banners 
following, Grod is escorted down the thronged Mcs6 into the 
Augusteum. His escorts are the cataphracts, mailed riders 
with shining iron helmets and rigidly uplifted lances—the 
cavalry respected even by Huns of the East. In the applauding 
Augusteum, Grod’s wives, children, and henchmen perceive 
the honor paid him as the Master of Offices takes his rein 
to greet him. 

This minister with the gold'hilted sword and baton is Her* 
mogenes by name, also a Hun by birth, but a baptized 
Christian, schooled in the city. He has seen tlie prairies and 
the folk of the north. 

Hetmogencs takes the silent, attentive Grod on a long ritual 
walk. Past the massed red plumes and mirrorlike shields of 
the motionless Guards, past the forest of axes of the giant 
Excubitors, they walk by the statue of the goddess E)aphne 
into the immense colonnade, where servitors bow to them. 
They turn into the Triclinium, where the nobles make way 
for them. 

Grod stands at last before the luminous curtain. Faintly 
be hears voices rising and falling in a hymn. Under his booted 
feet stretches a white carpet; an immense cross appears in the 
ceiling above him; around him hang tapestries revealing 
arjg'els bearing up the symbol of Christ. The curtains part 
and he beholds the figure of ineffable splendor above him. 

"But your emperor," Grod ejaculates afterwards, “he is a 
god." 

This kindly god appears again at a feast in the Magnaura 
(The Great Hall), a pavilion of marble in a moonlit garden. 
Justinian presses upon the monarch of the steppes gifts of 
gleaming enamel and translucent alabaster, talismans of 
wrought gold, saddles silver trimmed. Apparently he has no 
end of treasures to give awa^ 
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After that it is not at all strange that the barbaric Grod 
should wish to be baptized, like Hei^mogenes, especially when 
Justinian consents to become his^godfatJJcr. Grod's bleak 
mind cani^ot grasp the meaning of Christian, but he is eager 
to become the acknowledged son of such an unmistakably 
powerful father. 

(When Grod returned to his steppes as a Christian, he 
wore about his neck a chain with a medallion of Justinian, 
his new father, Thereupon he was killed by his people, who 
held fast to their tribal gods.) 

Now in the Grod affair Justinian had merely acted out a 
scene played before him by Justin and Anastasius and other 
wearers of the purple, as part of "the science of ruling the 
barbarians." 

But Justinian was not as old as the others, nor was he 
either soldier or bureaucrat by nature, It became clear to his 
matter-of-fact mind that the splendor of the Triclinium had 
no meaning unless the Empire itself regained power. For the 

last dozen years he had chewed away at tlic question_why 

was the Empire, the imperium, weakening? He had observed 
the working of the mechanism of the palace, and now he felt 
an overmastering fear. The Roman Empire, like an aged man, 
was sinking to its death. 

In these first crowded months, Justinian did not explain 
his fear. He kept it in the withdrawn part of his mind wjiile 
going through the daily ritual of a benevolent autocrat. In 
that part of his mind he followed his imagination toward 
mighty achievement, He could do that easily enough. But 
he took action cautiously. It was never easy for him to reach 
a decision. 

He made his first attack on the apathy of those around 
him. 

Across the long colonnade of the Daphne palace^o called 
from the statue at its entranc^there was a secluded chamber 
that his elderly predecessors had'uded to take a nap. Justinian 
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stripped it of comforts, including its couch, and furnished it 
with a long wooden ta^e and a few benches, Except for 
brightly burning^sl lam?s it now resembled a monk's cell. 
During the afternoon honrs Justinian worked here at the table 
with a jar of drinking water by him, 

A person entering found no one to speak to and nothing 
to do but step up to the table and explain his presence to 
the man carefully reading piled documents. Justinian would 
listen patiently, saying little, At times he would call in a 
young confidential seaetary to make a note of his words 
with a stylus on a writing tablet. 

It soon became evident tliat the odd Justinian was taking 
on his shoulders the labor of the great civil service which 
had been created to relieve the ruler of such cares. To do so 
it had its own staff of interpreters, and of shorthand writers. 
‘'If a problem appears to be insoluble, bring it to the Em¬ 
peror,” he said, and meant it. Listeners paid little heed at 
first because autocrats new to the throne bad a way of making 
rash promises, 

The Scrinia—the recording bureaus—continued to lay be¬ 
fore him their findings beautifully written on clean parch¬ 
ment. Each one bore at an upper comer its colored filing 
emblem, miniature purses or swords or scrolls; reports from 
the provinces had the tiny mountains, streams, forests, or 
TOddi that identified their subjects; family records bore the 
crests of the families concerned. This careful tabulation 
pleased Justinian even while he questioned what he read, 
Why was this done? 

Why was a murderer of his father condemned to die sewn 
up in a sack with a viper, a cock, a dog, and an ape? Such 
was the law of Pompey, It had been carried out for centuries 
of years. Justinian dedared that henceforth a parricide need 
only be drowned in a sack, which would deprive him of burial 
in the earth he had dishonored. 

That excellent insciiber-of*records, John of Lydia, mourned 
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when Justinian demanded swifter writing on cheap papyrus 
sheets instead of snowy parchment. ”On leaves of paper, 
with cheap writing that smells of Poverty 15 ' 

Then Justinian, after demandinglspeedier work, began to 
interfere with old customs. His earliest edicts (Novaifje) 
freed slaves from prison. As to slaves outside the cells, he 
gave owners the right at all times to liberate them by a spoken 
word. He attacked the ancient Roman “power of the father” 
over the family, making children owners of one quarter of 
a family estate, and allowing bastards to inherit. Yet such 
ancient customs vftrt the very foundation of Roman law, 
according to the proverb: Moribus antiquis $tat res Romana. 

“All children arc born free," he reminded Tribonian, the 
most brilliant and unscrupulous of the jurisconsults. Genially 
Tribonian assented, realizing full well that Justinian headed 
a society made up of illustrious and noble men, free citizens, 
freedmen, serfs, and slaves. But in a naive way, Justinian 
meant what he said. 

Laws could be made to serve human beings, not the other 
way around. 

Again Tribonian assented. The two of them had worked 
out a solution to that apparently insoluble problem. What 
passed for law in Constantinople was the mass of ancient 
legislation, mixed up with the decisions of generations of 
judges and filled up anew by the deaees of all the einperprs. 
As the Roman state had spread over other nations, foreign 
customs had aept in, until finally the Christian Church 
appeared to question all the pagan past. Meanwhile the records 
themselves had been scattered in thousands of documents 
hoarded away where few could be found. The Code of ThO' 
odosius had attempted to rewrite this enormous mass of 
documents, but in doing so had merely added new laws to 
the old. 

So it was a poor rhetor who could not unearth some law to 
justify his client. Tribonian himself baffled the magistrates 
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by his brilliance in quoting forgotten laws. Perhaps he had 
suggested to Justinian hpw to legalize the marriage with 
Theodora. 4 

Now he had a very siinple solution of the endless puazle 
of the laws. It was no use, Tribonian declared, to attempt 
to male a new code like the Codex Theodosianus. Not even 
the gods of old—and Tribonian sacrificed to them secretly— 
had been able to create a Cosmos out of such a Cliaos. No. 
The only way was to choose the few laws you needed, like 
jackstraws out of the mass, and make use of them alone. 
Call them the Corpus Juris. Apply them to every Sicilian 
olive'grower as well as to the Roman state. 

'Then we can keep decent order,” Justinian meditated, 
"and by Roman law.” 

The new Body of Law, Tribonian agreed, could be com¬ 
pleted with all interpretations in a score of years. 

Justinian gave him one year in which to do it. And Tri¬ 
bonian hit on a way to accomplish that, as well. A working 
model could be made in a single year. Justinian gave him ten 
assistants, among them the honest young Greek, Theophilos. 
(And Theophilos did most of the work for which Tribonian 
got the credit.) 

Feeling himself faced by the impossible, Tribonian ac« 
complished it. At the end of a year Justinian had his skele^ 
ton of a Corpus Juris written out on a few pages of cheap 
paper, Whereupon the meditative Emperor made a brief 
announcement that attracted little attention at first. He stated 
that henceforth his interpretations of the new laws would 
override all older legislation of any kind. 

What he did next caused stir enough. He closed the 
schools of philosophy in Athens which had been open to 
the cultured world since Plato’s day. He closed all schools of 
law except the two in ancient Berytus and modem Con¬ 
stantinople, He closed all schismatic churches in the city 
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itself, thus giving supremacy to the Patriarch of the Hagia 
Sophia. . 

This was obviously the beginning of something—but of 
what? From his workroom the intent Justinian spoke to all 
districts of the city through the voices of the criers. "‘Your 
emperor labors through the nights to devise, with the aid of 
God, what will be useful for his people.” 

In the palatial homes on the height by the mausoleum of 
Constantine it was said that their new Caesar had become an 
imperator plebis, an emperor of the populace. 

AC the same time Justinian rewarded Tribonian by giving 
him a greater responsibility. « 


^ MEN OF THE SIIENCE 

Across the colonnaded way from Justinian's study there 
was 3 long chamber. A painted map decorated one of its walls. 
It opened into a gallery overlooking the seafront of the dty 
and the distant dark hills of Asia. Within this space a dozen 
men met to administer as best they could, and safeguard, as 
they must, the dominion of Constantinople, Officially their 
gathering was a Consisforium, but because they kept their 
counsels pretty much to themselves it became known as a 
Silence, ’^e ConstantinopoUtans disliked official names, per> 
haps because they usually disliked Latin, 

A Silence was more than a cabinet meeting of our time. It 
tried vital cases, dealt with any treason, or strategy of war, 
and channeled funds into the operative departments. Its mem« 
bers enjoyed the highest privileges and wore the officer’s belt 
as a reminder of Diocletian's notion that they served like 
soldiers. 

In fact the magisters of distant armies often appeared— 
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after speeding in from the post roads—at a Silence; some¬ 
times senatorial leaders ^werc called in or tlie high clergy 
summoned. Natinally th^ Praetorian Prefect attended, being 
responsible, like a prime ijiinisterof today, for taxation and the 
upkeep of the army. The counts of the two treasuries had their 
duties, and the Master of Offices—in the guise of foreign 
minister-^passed in and out. But the man with power was the 
quaestor. As chief magistrate of the realm, he might veto an 
undertaking; he ruled the ministers of the great Scrinia. Jus¬ 
tinian named Triboriian quaestor. 

So, after making a Hun diplomal-in-chicf, Justinian raised 
a millionaire scoffer to the post that demanded integrity above 
everything. He seemed to reason that responsibility would 
bring out the genius of such eccentric rnen. 

Traditionally, these prime movers of empire worried out 
their problems before reporting to the Emperor. Justinian, 
however, began to attend their meetings. Seemingly he liked 
to draw his ideas from the clashing of other minds. 

Unmistakably, however, he drove the others to greater ef¬ 
forts. Just before his election, catastrophe had struck twice in 
the East—when an earthquake bid mighty Antioch in mins, 
and when smoldering warfare flared on the Persian frontier. 
Justinian would not sanction the Ck)unciVs plans to send only 
food and funds to the stricken city. Instead, they would re¬ 
build it entire with great paved fomms. 

Xs for the incipient war, Justinian named young BelUarius 
to take charge of it as master of soldiers in the East. Older 
officers in the city—knowing that Justinian had no experience 
in managing armies—objected that Belisarius had merely 
taken chances and been lucky. In fact, Belisarius had last been 
reported seeking refuge with his small forces on islands in the 
river Euphrates. Justinian retorted that those islands were 
beyond the border, and however much Belisarius failed to do, 
he waged his war outside Roman soil. 

To these youthful or questionable companions in work, 
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Justinian adde <3 a living paradox, John of Cappadocia. Pallid 
and hulking, unschooled—except bvhis own experience—this 
accountant of the War Office canxk from Ahc mountains of 
Cappadocia, an area of rebellion. \His unknowr. ancestors 
might have been Hittites. With the manners of a bear, he 
bad all the tenacity of that animal in getting things done. He 
argued tliat to get honey you had to break open a hive. To 
build a new house, you had to pry granite from cUifs. hew 
down forests for timber, dig clay out of streams for bricks. 
You had to destroy in order to create. 

Among the things John of Cappadocia wanted to destroy 
were the privileges of the favored Blue faction, the sinecures 
of the great bureaus, the immunity of the tax-free aristocracy. 

The Praetorian Prefect at that time was a certain elderly 
Demosthenes, probably leader of the conservative senaton 
who had helped elect Justinian and believed him to be their 
man. After watching both of them for a couple of years, 
Justinian retired the well-meaning senator and appointed the 
ruthless John as Praetorian Prefect. “He thus became,” wrote 
the chief secretary, John of Lydia, "our Lord High Brigand.” 

The advent of the Cappadocian to power had many con¬ 
sequences, the first being Ae revolt of the following year. He 
also came into abrupt collision with Theodora. 


$ THSODORA THE LADY 

At the far end of the Daphne, Theodora discovered that she 
was mistress of a court of her own. Secluded in the women's 
diambers on the upper terrace, guarded by silentiaries, the 
actress of the theater entered upon the duties of an Augusta 
of the Empire with surprising ease. 

Once she had crossed the threshold, tradition laid its hold 
on her small body. Noble girls* of the propoloma in white 
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peplums fledcd with purple attended her rising; the aged 
Mistress of the Chambers bowed before her and advised her in 
whispers what she must]do, Even the going to her morning 
bath became a parade with slaves carrying salts, ointment> and 
perfumes behind her. Caressing hands robed her in the proper 
costume for each appearance—and the touch of the sprays of 
jewels hanging from the diadem against her hair made her 
catch her breath. Her chamberlain (selected with care by 
Justinian himself) repeated over for her what she must say, 
If she left her (^uarters> officers of the Guards and Excubitors 
paced before her, and sometimes musicians followed. 

When she heard'the munnured acclamation "'Glory of the 
purple— joy of the world,” her blood quickened. She knew very 
well that the salutation was ritual and would be given to the 
dumpiest female who happened to wear the diadem, Still. 
Theodora fancied it was a little different in her case, and very 
soon that proved to be true, 

In those first years she found that she served only one pur¬ 
pose, to personify the splendor of the reign. She waited her 
chance to do more than that. 

Then she discovered that her chambers were haunted, The 
ghosts of three other women lingered there in memories. 
Deacons of the chapels still breathed their names in prayers 
or curses: Pulcheria, Athenais, Ariadne. Theodora coaxed her 
elder servants to tell her stories of the ghostly Theodosian 
lames, pretending to be amused while she took note of the 
dangers revealed to her. 

Pulchcria, more resolute than her weak-willed young brother 
Theodosius, fought the moody fancies of the boy. She vowed 
herself to virginity, to gain the loyalty of the ministers by her 
devotion. Pulcheria forced hersdf to make decisions )ikt a 
man. Since the wayward Theodosius must marry, she chose for 
him as bride a lovely Greek, Athenais, a dark-eyed, fearless 
pagan (and did not the sister hope to contrast, Theodora 
wondered, her own pious devotion with the skepticism of the 



1 

Theodcra the Lady 8i 

Athenian girl, who might be destined only to bear the chfl^ 
dren of her brother?). 

Tragedy entered their lives. For ithenaif, giving birth to 
a daughter, i$ hailed Augusta: she d^ands that the imperial 
chamberlain serving Pulcheria be bestowed on her court 
An ambitious eunuch, Chiysaphius, feeds the anger between 
the Empress in reality and the Empress in name, until 
Pulcheria abandons the palace, sending her chamberlain to the 
Greek. And Athenais refuses to acknowledge the Church. De< 
fiant in her paganism, she cries to an assemblage of Greeks, 
with a verse of Homer: '^1 boast that I am of your blood and 
race I” {Fearless, yet foolish, Theodora thought) 

Now Chrysaphius feeds the rumors of the corridors. Athenais 
has lovers among the silentiaries. (Did she, in truth? Theodora 
speculated, and doubted it.) Athenais braves the whispers of 
misconduct, yet makes one small mistake. An apple given 
carelessly to a handsome officer she vows she has eaten herself. 
A trifle, that preys on the brooding Theodosius. 

Athenais is cast out, to journey to Jerusalem as pilgrim, 
to tramp in her light sandals among the shrines that she dis¬ 
owned and still respected—her last act of life, to send to 
Pulcheria that precious painted relic, the Madonna of the 
Way. (And what did Pulcheria feel, when it came to her?) 
The wayward Theodosius dying from a fall from Iris horse— 
Pulcheria coming from her retreat to wed in middle age the 
soldier Marcian, to preserve the dynasty, and to behold the 
bloody end of her husband. Then the girl Ariadne, wedded 
to a victorious Isaurian, carrying on the task that had been 
Pulcheria’s—through the chaos of strife with the German 
soldiert. Until, a widow in old age, she stills the conflict in 
the city by going before the people to name the silentiaiy 
Anastasius as emperor and her husband. 

Such were the memories of the three noble women who had 
preserved the Empire by their will. They had refused to give 
up the reign. Considering them,«Tiheodora believed that she, 
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at least, could act out a part. She had done that in the theater. 
And she made a saying for herself; One of us who wears the 
purple must never take 

Henceforth with all htf intensity Theodora watched that no 
whisper of misconduct should compronrise her. She sealed 
within herself the secret of the daugliter she had left in Egy'pt. 

When the people of the Dapline had a rare hour of amuse* 
ment, and Paul tl)e Silentiary repeated clever epigrams in the 
garden theater, Theodora smiled appreciation while she lis¬ 
tened for any quip that might be aimed at her. Discreet 
glances sought her out, to judge what the onetime mimic of 
the theater thought of the performance. They beheld tlje regal 
consort of the restless Justinian—a man who relished neither 
acting nor poetry. 

Someone coined a title for the pallid girl with the tense 
mouth. It was a Qroek word, Despoina, their Lady, It meant 
more than the cold traditional Domina, and Theodora wel¬ 
comed it when she heard it. Because she understood Greek as 
well as the dialects of the eastern provinces, she picked up 
information never meant for her ears, and she startled her 
servants by asking gaily fox more. She did not botlier to read 
books. Apparently from the first she tried to gain the friend¬ 
ship of the older servants of the court, she listened sympa¬ 
thetically to the brittle Narses, a chamberlain of Justinian’s. 
Bejng a eunuch taken captive in Persian Armenia, Narses had 
DO close companions; being both sensitive and vain, he was 
grateful for the courteous attention of the Despoina. While 
she discovered that the silent Narses longed to be free of the 
palace and to command troops, Theodora gleaned tidings from 
him of her own Ironreland in the East, Because she avoided 
other men, Narses became devoted to her. And 'Tlieodora 
gained a servant who could warn her of danger in the outer 
halls of the Daphne. 

In a different way, quite undiscoverable, she won the 
friendship of the noblc-bdnr wearers of the ptopoloma. Per- < 
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haps she led them to confide their troubles to her. Women 
have a way of banding together whcp faced by men in author¬ 
ity. 

For all the ceremony surroundiilg her, Tljeodora’s own 
authority ended at the threshold of the women^s chambers. 
When she was summoned forth, as at the New Year reception 
or the Easter festival, she became the voiceless consort of the 
AutOCTat. (Had not Pulchcria labored apart with her brother 
Theodosius; had not the dominant Ariadne appealed to the 
factions of the city to allow her to decide for them?) It did not 
seem possible that Theodora could change this situation, nor 
did she attempt to do so at first. The crisis of the Nika gave 
her the first opportunity. 

Yet she could influence Justinian, who called her his “gift 
of God,” who thought in terms of laws and human rights. 
Theodora had no respect for legal righteousness; she set her¬ 
self to gain an end regardless of the means. Traces of her 
persuasion appear in Justinian’s earliest edicts. . . . that a 
daughter may have an equal right with a son to inherit. . . . 
that a wife’s dowry becomes her property again after the death 
of a husband. . . . that the child of a woman slave need not 
be a slave- ... that brothel-keepers may be outlawed from 
the city, “for it is known to us that some people go about 
the districts offering shoes and new clothes to poor young 
girls, and in this way cany them off to hidden dens in this 
fortunate city, where they are shut up and given little food 
and clothes, while putting their bodies at the service of visiting 
men. These brothel-keepers have the girls sign bonds that 
bind them to this, while the keepers pocket the fees they get. 
Some of these men are unholy enough to pollute girls less than 
ten years of age. ... we were secretly informed of this, and 
it is our determination to free tlie city from such pollution." 

The formal wording evidences Justinian’s sense of law. Tme, 
the girls signed a bond. Yet even if they were of age to do so— 
that is, more than fourteen years^it was illegal for another 
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person to pocket the morwy they earned. Moreover, Justinian 
provided funds for buying the release of the inmates—about 
four dollars for each. I 

What Theodora hatec she fought without scruple. 

In a very different way, her personality wrought a change in 
the architecture of the palace. By now her treasurer controlled 
the income of great estates in Anatolia, given by Justinian to 
bis wife. But Theodora held fast to her private possession, the 
isolated House of Hormisdas. This was now connected to the 
garden of the Daphne and to the women's chambers. Oddly 
enough, the small adjoining church—wb^ she and Justinian 
must have gone to prayer-^was rebuilt entire, Its shrine of 
Sergius and Bacchus, the two martyrs under the pagan em' 
perors, was transformed by an architect of genius. It became 
a miniature dome of li^t above a simple altar. Its octagonal 
sides gave the illusioo of merging into the bright dome over' 
head, and on the capital of every column appeared the initials 
of Justinian and his wife. Later on, an invocation to the mar¬ 
tyrs stood over the pillars—that they might have in their keep¬ 
ing “the reign of the vigilant monarch, and increase the power 
of Theodora, divinely crowned." 

By unusual chance this first shrine of the husband and wife 
has survived with their inscription for more than fourteen 
centuries. It became known as the little Hagia Sophia. 


$ MSINC OP THE STORM 

It is clear that neither of the two perceived the signs of 
danger within the dty. For one thing, with John of Cappadocia 
installed as Praetorian in the year $31, Justinian bad become 
intent on a venture beyond the seas. 

Restless even in his hours of lebure, the man from the 
Balkan hills bad formed the habit of walking alone through the 
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palace grounds. Here clustered the oldest churches and the 
varied work places ot his admioistjation, with the Samson 
hospital, and the Arsenal, reached b^'^an underground passage 
from the sprawling Daphne. Beneath tlie Arsenal lay the 
laboratory of war, with the maps and seaet records, and the 
chemists who sought to improve on '"the Greek’s fire." Be¬ 
neath the vaulted foundation of the Daphne, great stables 
cared for the imperial horses. There was even a small hippo¬ 
drome to exercise the horses. At the bottom of the garden 
slope stretched the low sea wall, with the miniature harbors 
filled with the scarlet rowing barges and swift sailing yachts of 
the Emperor, , 

Justinian wanted other vessels than those. At that time 
Constantinople possessed few of the long dromonds—the 
lighting galleys that guarded the merchant Beets on their 
way into the Dardanelles. For, beyond the Greek isles, the 
M^iterranean had been lost to the barbarians. Nearly a 
century had passed since the Vandals of Gaiseric had swept 
over St. Augustine’s city of Hippo and Carthage itself on the 
African coast—on into the Tiber to ravage Rome and cany 
off with them as a final indignity the insignia of empire and 
the imperial princesses. In those years, from 430 to 455, when 
Attila's Huns scorched the earth of Europe, Roman power 
had ceased to be. Now Vandalic fleets cruised along the coasts 
ruled by Gothic kings. 

When he inspected a palace harbor, Justinian usually fouiid 
refugees from the outer sea squatting over dice with the crews 
of his barges. Feeling themselves safe in the dty, they thought 
only of the fall of the dice. (Already Justinian bad struck at 
the lethargy of the street idlers, bidding his prefect of the city 
make an end of gambling in the streets and of all public 
games.) 

As he paced his grounds like a commander of some fortified 
post, mute voices appealed to him. At the far end above the 
Golden Horn a gray column rose, among the trees. A monu- 
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ment, ht had been told, to some emperor, victor over the 
Goths. But which Caesa^? Valens had died under the swords 
of the Goths near Hadrian’s Cit^ the strange lulian had 
marched into oblivion m the deserts beyond the Euphrates; 
Valerian had died a captive of the Persians. 

Then at the near end beneath Theodora’s chambers stood 
the ancient phoros. This light tower had once been a beacon 
for ships coming in from the great Middle Sea. Now that so 
few came, it served as a signal tower to flash messages to the 
Asiatic shore, using mirrors by day and fire by night. 

It is not strange that )ustinian broody over the lost sea 
of the West Yet out of his brooding came the thought to 
return to it with a fleet bearing an army that might wrest 
back Africa from the barbarians. He told the Council of his 
plan, and his ofiiceta had no praise for it. Listening to them— 
as Augustine phrased it-*“with the ears of his mind, not 
of bis body,” be knew they saw no hope in it. The last ships 
of Constantinople to be sent toward Africa had been trapped 
by the Vandals and homed by fire vessels. 

Afterwards John of Cappadocia sought him out alone. 
"Thrice August,” the big thaetorian grumbled, “you are 
willing to listen to us and at times you follow advice we give, 
When wc speak against your mind, anger does not bite you. 
Now, may I tell in plain words what I think of this?” 

John dismissed the expedition to Africa as an excellent plan, 
nothing more. They had not the means to cany it out. Their 
military forces were strained to hold the land frontiers, and 
rtew taxes were needed to pay the soldiers already under arms. 
The people's parties would not make such an effort. And if the 
city turned against Justinian, that would be the end of the 
new Imperator. 

“And if I had the means?” asked Justinian. 

The man of Cappadocia stretched forth grasping fingers. 
“Have you dragon’s teeth to sow? Well, then, summon up 






The H&gia Sophia, built durln^f the reign of Justinian, aa It appears 
today. The mlnareti were added aAer the Moslem conquest of 

Constantinople 








Ktsmg of the Storm ^ S7 

twenty thousand swordsmen.” One finger after another he 
held up. “Promise them loot, instepd of pay. Put them on 
ship$> if you con find ships. Can they win their way past 
Vandalic battle fleets? Let a miracle destroy the VandalsI 
What follows? Caesar, can your army master and hold a conti¬ 
nent? Let Saint Michael aid the commanders to victoiyl How 
long will they be content to serve you for pittance pay, if they 
hold the African coast with the treasures of Rome and Jerusa¬ 
lem?" 

Justinian admitted that his peasant-born Praetorian spoke 
the truth. No dream of victory could prevail over the hard 
realities of warfare. . ^ 

Then the monks came in from the desert of Tripoli, having 
walked all the way to the Bosporus ferry. Haiiy, sun-darkened 
skeletons, they refused to partake of food b^ore they faced 
Justinian and Tlieodora in the gleaming Magnaura hall. Ar¬ 
rogantly they shouted at the Christian Emperor. Did he serve 
the earthly gods, instead of God? Did he take no thought for 
the Christians abandoned in Africa? 

Justinian showed no anger at the clamor of the monks. 
Theodora—who had wandered within s^ht of the red waste 
of Libya—^thanked them for coming. Their plea worked upon 
his indecision. Beyond the reasoning of policy, what was C^*s 
will in this matter? 

Were there not orthodox Christian families surviving in 
Leptis Magna, the port of Tripolitana, and in Carthage iMklf? 
Hiey waited in their darkness for some word from the Em¬ 
peror secure in his city of Constantinople. Beyond the sandy 
waste of the Syrtes they waited, and surely they would aid a 
ship that found its way to them. 

In that year the kaleidoscope of the land frontiers shifted 
into a brighter pattern. In the north, tlie army of the Danube 
under the barbarian-bom Mundus forged its way westward, to 
sight the Adriatic. Eastward, couriers brought report of a 
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victory by the resourceful Belisarius, and a rumor that the 
aged Persian Great Kin^ Kavadh, was at last near death. 
These tidings gave satisfaction to the Wai Office and relief to 
the Council, but to Justinian they offered new hope for his 
venture into the West. 

At once he acted. He summoned both Belisarius and Mun« 
dus to Constantinople with their personal troops. He dis¬ 
patched his most sVilled negotiators, Hermogenes and 
Rufinus, eastward across the Euxine by swift galley, There, 
Tzitas, commanding in the Caucasus, was to take Belisahus' 
place, and there Hermogenes was to contnve a lasting peace 
at any pc^ in gold with the failing Persian despot—who 
would be inclined to peace in his last years. 

What Justinian did was to call his most dependable armed 
forces back to the city, while he trusted that peace would keep 
the Persian frontier (^uiet. When he ordered the naval 
arsenal reopened to build new transport vessds, the news went 
through aU the city. This could mean only one thing, war in 
the West- And only one person, Justinian, demanded it 

The people of the sheltered dty did not want it. 

The rumors from the waterfront met with grievances else¬ 
where. In the Amastrian forum hung the bodies of criminals 
who had been partisans of the Blue faction and the Green as 
well; when the harvest festival brought crowds hopefully out 
to the Hebdomon park, no free wine awaited them. By order 
of Justinian. No silver coins were distributed from the Steps 
on the eve of the Nativity. On the other hand, the Street of 
the Bakers paid a new tax on bread. The ruthless Praetorian 
Prefect taxed the bread in people's mouths I 

Then came a riot that killed some harmless watchers, The 
City Prefect arrested seven leaders of the tumult, and con¬ 
demned them to be hanged. It was done under guard, but not 
precisely as the Prefect planned, Two of the condemned broke 
their ropes and fell to the ground. Aided by the spectators, 
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the pair escaped to sanctuary at the altar of St. Lawrence near 
the gate of the Blachernac Virgiiv Their preservation had 
something miraculous about it; moreover, one proved to be a 
Green partisan, the other a Blue. 

So at the ides of January $32 the people thronged to the 
hippodronw with grievances to relate. Tliat year Justinian 
had appointed no consul to entertain the city as custom 
ordained. He acted as consul himself, and he announced that 
the games would be no more than a week of racing. 


^ REVOLT IN THE CIRCUS 

A north wind chilled the city Tuesday morning. The 
crowds pressing down the Mes^ toward the hippodrome wore 
cloaks and carried their own refreshments. On this first day 
of the races there would be a debate between the Emperor 
and the democracies of the streets, the people of the demes. 

Most of the groups gathered in the forum of Constantine, 
a popular rendezvous. Delegations of farming folk from the 
outlying towns followed their priests. The hard year had 
brought disturbance as far distant as Tarsus and Antioch. 
The priests acted as spokesmen for their congregations, as 
rhetors acted for the city districts. 

Down the Mes^ on the left tlie Street of the Silversmiths 
had its shutters up, its doors barred. The basilica of the 
lawsuits was closed, and soldicT'police stood around the 
Praetorium, headquarters of the City Prefect. Distant from 
the throngs, the wide Strategium—with its drill ground and 
barracks of the army—was occupied by certain regiments which 
had arrived a little while before from the frontiers. These 
troops, being mostly of barbarian stock and poorly paid, had 
no ^ndly feeling for the prospering citizens, and had been, 
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accordingly, confined to quarters by order of thdr command¬ 
ers, Mundus and Belisarjus, They were, however, to play an 
important part in the happenings of the next days. 

At the end of the avenue on the right, the Baths of 
Zeuxippus stood open beneath the outer wall of the hippo¬ 
drome. Here waited the demarchs of the two great den^ocra- 
cies. the Blue and the Green. No one lingered in the steam 
rooms that mornings men clustered in portico and lounge, 
sipping wine and munching nuts while they debated quietly. 

For the two parties were much more than racing factions. 
Originally they had been dty militia. Each faction had its 
section of the mighty Theodosian wall to* man at need; each 
must su^y crews for emergency naval craft. There having 
been no such call upon their services for the last years, both 
factions had reverted to their civilian characteristics as mili¬ 
tiamen have always done. Artisans and merchants filled the 
ranks of the Greens, while farmers and landowners wore the 
Blue color. So the first formed, as it were, the faction of the 
city, the second that of the outer country. As in our day, the 
politicians of the streets tended to be radicals, while those of 
the agricultural areas remained conservatives. All being deeply 
religious, the Blues on the whole supported the Orthodox 
Church while the Greens inclined toward evangelical or 
rebellious faiths. It is not true that one faction represented 
only the rich, the other the poor—the poUntiores and hu- 
miTiew of the older Rome. 

Just then the Green democracy complained of poverty be¬ 
cause, favored—they said—by Justinian, the Blue partisans 
had driven their wage-earners from the streets to take refuge 
in the countryside. Actually Justinian’s iron hand had been 
laid on the leaders of both parties. But that morning all 
thoughts were on the two culprits, one Blue and one Green, 
penned in the sanctuary of the St. Lawrence Church by the 
spearmen of the City Prefect. 

Among the faction leader percolated many agents who 
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were strangers to the city. They served as the eyes and cars 
and sometimes the voices of the real /lotentiores, the magnates. 
Some of these had senatorial rank, but all, being possessors of 
wealth, ruled vast estates; they were miniature monarchs with 
armed retainers to enforce their orders and attentive judges 
to shape laws to their will. The magnates had been too power- 
ful to tax, yet under tlie whip of John, the oaf of Cappadocia, 
they had been assessed and bidden to pay land-tax and 
person-tax. This, to their minds, was a change for tire worse 
from the benevolent reign of Anastasius of glorious memory. 
Was it not needful, then, to restore those happier conditions? 
Three nephews survived Anastasius, and surely had a 
stronger claim to the throne than the obdurate Macedonian, 
Justinian, who seemed to be intent on founding a Justinian 
dynasty, if not a dictatorship. 

Through the portico of Zeuxippus wandered a sileiit figure 
from the palace. The eunuch Narscs had little to say. With 
his Oriental sensitivity, he caught the mood of the throng 
rrow pushing into the marble tiers of the hippodrome, 

Squarely across the circus arena ran the invisible line that 
separated the Autocrat of the palace from the people who had 
elected him. He had his own entrance. It led from the guarded 
Daphne through the small Ivory Gate, up a spiral stair into 
the chapel of St. Stephen and the retiring rooms of the 
Katbisma. A roof sheltered this gallery where Justinian took 
his seat on the throne-chair behind a low rail. His atten<^nts 
occupied recesses on either side. Out from him and beneath 
him extended the Stama, the terrace where Excubitors kept 
their post. Beneath all this lay the stables and handling 
chaml»r$ of the racers, men and beasts. So the Kathisma 
almost filled the northeast end of the arena. It was isolated 
from the stands, behind guarded doors. 

By tradition, the Blue party occupied the stand on Justin¬ 
ian's right. This was the favored, shady side. The Greens had 
their place on the left. • ' 
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At Justinlan^s appearance the throngs greete<j him with the 
usual acclamation: ‘'Long life to the Thrice Augustl" Some 
voices added with enthusiasm: 

quei” 

He was still favored by the populace. At that moment the 
dislike of the spectators lay upon the City Prefect, Eudaemon, 

When the chariots broke away from the starting point* the 
crowd strained to see the first turn of the Spina, The familiar 
intoxication of the race gripped it. 

A mass of men packed the promenade that circled the stands 
above the last tier. They clutched their talismans and shouted 
their praay^p as tlie•distant chariots completed the laps and 
the gilt balls dropped on the indicators at the Spina ends. 
Immobile above this promenade* figures in brass and stone 
gazed over the city—a crouching Hercules, a fish like monster 
devouring the seamen of Ulysses, a Sphynx from an eastern 
temple. These symbols of power, so unlike the ancient gods 
of die Tiber, had been brought hither by Constantine and 
the other emperors. Among them stood a memorial of the 
first Augustus: the statue of the peasant with his ass who had 
provided an omen before the battle of Actium. Questioned 
by Caesar’s sentries, the peasant had answered that his name 
was Victor, and his ass was Victoria, and he wanted to go to 
Caesar. 

When the last balls fell on the indicators, the winning 
chiFibt swerved and plunged to a halt After the shout of 
triumph another call came from the crowd. 

‘Thrice August—may you reign forcvcrl Release the two 
who werehangedi" 

After each race the shout went up, more insistent ‘Thrice 
August, set free the twain who were condemned by your 
prefect and yet spared by Godl" 

No answer came from the Kathisma. Justinian, unwilling 
to revoke the judgment of his prefect, gave no visible attention 
to the crowd. ' ' 
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After the last race there was no immediate stir of departure. 
Through the murmur of talk came^a clear shout: live 

the wretched Green-Blues!" 

This meant that the factioi^s were joining together, The 
multitude moved down into the street8> toward the Praeto- 
rium, demanding that the police cordon be taken from the 
sanctuary of St. Lawrence. Gaining no satisfaction, the crowd 
caught up firebrands and rushed the building, killing the sol¬ 
diers who blocked their way. 

There is a time when a marching crowd can be reasoned 
with. When that time passes, the crowd becomes a mob 
driven by its own impetus to destroy any obstacljjj its way. 
By nightfall the mob held the half-burned Practonum, snatch¬ 
ing up weapons and releasing all the prisoners in the cells 
beneath the building. Pouring into the Augusteum, another 
crowd swung carts filled with blazing straw against the dosed 
Chalks Gate. This caught fire. 

The fitful wind whipped the fire to the portico of the Senate 
house, which blazed up in turn. Burning embers fell on the 
dry timber roof of the Hagia Sophia. Throi^h the night the 
great church burned. 

The next morning, Wednesday, Justinian ordered the races 
to go on. If he hoped to <^uiet the aroused multitude, he was 
mistaken, The crowd no longer desired to watch races. In¬ 
stead, the demarchs of the parties demanded that he rid 
himself of the ministers who oppressed the people. By iSme 
they called for the dismissal of Eudaemon and John of Cap¬ 
padocia, and of Tribonian, who had made the new laws. 

Leaving the gallery, Justinian called leading senators into 
conference with his Council. Watchers on the Daphne roof 
reported that families were hurrying out of the city by the 
wooden bridge over the harbor entrance and by boat to the 
Asia shore. His advisers pressed him to appoint new minis¬ 
ters, popular patricians. By then most of the senate and h^h 
officials had left the streets forthe protection of the palace 
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grounds. After long hesitahon, justinian agreed with them. 

'The government/’ ac> observer related, “acted like a tyr¬ 
anny, but not like a strong tyranny." 

Headed by the military commander Mimdus, envoys went 
out to announce the dismissal ot the Prefect and the minis¬ 
ters. They found the demarchs holding a mass meeting up in 
the forum of Constantine. Here the assembled people heard 
that the Emperor had met their demands. The aowd chanted 
a hymn of thanksgiving on learning that Phocus, a patrician 
of Integrity* was the new praetorian. (If Justinian bad done 
as much at the hippodrome that afternoon, disaster might 
have been averted.! Having heard, the democracies of the 
streets d^yed answering. Mundus and his companions went 
back to report only their misgivings. 

Then Justinian made a second mistake. Announcers went 
forth to all the districts, crying that quiet would be main¬ 
tained and the games resumed ^e next day. This might have 
calmed the multitude the day before. Now the agents of 
hostile senators were at work urging the factions to make a 
tabula rasa of the question. The real need of the dty, the 
agents pointed out, was to have another ruler. Otherwise 
Justinian might change his mind—as he was wont to do—the 
next day. Having gone so far, was it safe for the populace to 
draw back now? 

The pressure of the magnates who knew their own minds 
woikover the popular groups. The delegations from the outer 
villages had no clear idea of what was happening. The crowds 
kept the streets, and messengers sped from one to the other 
giving commands—to search for weapons, to gather along the 
Mes^.The watchword of the night would be Nifcj—Victory, 

Leaders made their way to the southern waterfront, seeking 
for probus, a nephew of Anastasius. Probus, who had often 
opposed Justinian, would be a fitting candidate for the purple. 
Tliey discovered that Probus—wisely—had departed from the 
city, and in unreasoning aoger they burned his house. Then 
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they stormed the arsenals that stored weapons for the defense 
of the city. ^ 

In his colonnade by the statue of Daphne, loyal sileutiaries 
sought Justinian to whisper warnings. Within the outer bar¬ 
racks the Guards huddled about their ofRcer$» debating what 
they should do. Many of the senators, submissive to the 
Emperor’s face, discussed their own profit behind his back. 
Narses, coming like a shadow out of a dark corridor, related 
that arms were appearing in the streets. Smoke from the mins 
of the great church increased the obscurity of the night. The 
invisible line of demarcation between die palace and the 
city had become a battle front. The copsequen«s„jvere un¬ 
predictable. 

While Justinian preserved his usual quiet, he was tormented 
by indecision. He had counted on keeping control of the 
people, and he was suffering now from hfs own faulty leader¬ 
ship. Justin would have used force before now, at no matter 
what cost in lives. 

Reluctantly Justinian ordered the veteran numeri quartered 
in the Strategium to be marched into the palace grounds. At 
early dawn Mundus and Belisarius led in their regular troops, 
no more than 1,400 in number. 

That day Theodora left her women's chambers to join her 
husband. Better than Justinian she realized that their throne 
was at stake. 


$ BELtSARtUS OBEYS ORPEEIS 

For the next three days the palace was besieged. Obscurity 
covered the forces of the democracies in the outer streets, 
while rumors added to the uncertainty of those within the 
palace. Only Belisarius, fresh from warfare in tire eastern 
mountains, appeared undistutbod by the 6ghting and the con- 
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flagration outside. Always awful of his dress, the Dalmatian- 
bom Master of Soldiers Ruckled a bright red cloak over his 
wide shoulders, over the green tunic embroidered with golden 
eagles. When he donned battle mail to lead bis troops, the 
links had the gleam of silver. 

His followers were no ordinary regiment; they were buc^l 
fdm-^biscuit-eaters—hired to his personal service. Being 
Goths, they took their oath of loyalty to him seriously. They 
wore the full mail of cataphracts—liaving left their horses in 
the barracks perforce—and kept their small powerful bows. 
In the same way Mundus led a force of Heruls, bearing ax 
and sw05(i^kinsmen.of the Huns who had feeen their encmies. 

When fustinian ordered Belisarius to drive back the armed 
crowds, a battle seems to have taken place in the Augusteum 
square. New fires started, spreading beyond the blackened 
skeleton of the Hagia Sophia, to the Samson hospital, where 
the mental patients raged like trapped beasts. It spread to the 
oldest of the churches, St, Eirene. 

The veterans of the frontiers managed to clear the rebels 
from ihe sarred grounds of the palace. But they fawd badly 
the next day when Justinian bade them bring the Middle 
Way under control. Streets were barriaded against them, 
houses were defended, and women hurled stone blocks from 
the roofs. Around a corner, the crowds rallied against them 
from the massive Octagon building. When the soldiers in 
thdv turn took to firebrands to burn down tlie buildings, the 
vicious wind carried the flames to the splendid House of 
Lamps. Across the avenue, the Baths of Zeuxippus burned, 
with the portico of the Augusteum itself. Heat from the con¬ 
flagration penetrated the great Daphne palace, where the 
Guards who would take no part in the civil conflict fought 
back the flames. 

Worse befell when the priests of the ruined Hagia Sophia 
went out in procession, holding high their crosses and treas¬ 
ured icons. They chanted ^s^hey went out, hoping to make 
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the 6ghters lay down their arms. By ill chance the priests came 
among ranks of the pagan Heruls,<'who fancied that a new 
kind of attack was being made on them by such bearded 
exorcists. The Heruls beat back the marchers, By the Vespers 
hour on Saturday, Belisarius and Mundus admitted failure and 
led back tlieir contingents. Their strength was not enough to 
clear the swarming thousands from the streets. 

Having used force and failed, Justinian took the respon$i> 
bility upon himself. Little time remained to him. The supply 
of food in the palace could no longer serve the throng pent up 
in it. Saturday night Justinian sent out the coterie of senators 
and nobles whose loyalty he doubted. Most of tliegv^ere glad 
to be dismissed, but two nephews of Anastasius begged to be 
allowed to stay with him. It was no longer possible for his 
tiring mind to decide if he could trust them. 

Sunday morning he did as he had once seen Anastasius do. 
He sent messengers to the streets to announce the hour in 
which he would face his people in the hippodrome. When the 
time came, he picked up an illuminated manuscript of the 
Gospels and walked out the private way in full ro^ of au* 
dience. 

The curtains were drawn back as he stepped to the fCa- 
thisma rail. From his guards he beckoned the mandator to re^ 
peat his words to the multitude, silent at sight of him, The 
announcer lifted his voice; 

“Justinian, imperator and Augustus , . . promises'^full 
mercy for all that has happened. No one . . . will be held 
guilty or harmed ... for what he has done . . . these last 
days.” 

There was a murmur at that, of surprise or satisfaction. 
Raising the heavy book in liis hands, Justinian cried out: 
"I alone am guilty. This I swear . . . upon these holy Evan¬ 
gels." 

The murmur grew to a roar of argument. Rhetors and 
leaders exhorted the contingent? afound them. In the crowd, 
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however, waited agents of those who planned the downfall 
of Justinian and Theodora; halfway measures did not suit 
them. Some feared retribution for the bloodshed; others were 
too angered to heed any words, 

A single shrill voice cut through the uproar, "AssI You are 
lying!" 

Agreement came in shouts. "How will you keep your word, 
Justinian? Once you pledged peace to Vitalian. Where is 
Vitalian now? So, then, you swore on the Evangels!" 

The thousands were on their feet, roaring at him, Justinian 
had lost his appeal to the people. Lowering the book, he left 
the Kattiifiina, But the listeners sensed a turn in the conflict, 
and word Sped back to the forum of Constantine—‘'Victory.” 

To all appearances the rebel forces had won the dty. Where 
the leaders held council beneath the giant statue of Constan¬ 
tine, they could see the burned area stretcliing to the palace 
itself. To strengthen them, new contingents of armed re¬ 
tainers marched in from the estates of the magnates, To 
counsel them a score of senators hostile to Justinian and 
Theodora came forward, urging on the revolt. Some of these 
had left the palace only a few hours before, and they knew 
the weakness of Justinian’s forces, the refusal of the Guards 
to defend him. Most of the senators spoke for an immediate 
attack on the Daphne. Only one, Origen, advised holding 
theil ground and waiting. He was sure that Justinian and 
Theodora would try to escape by sea^-and give up Constan¬ 
tinople without further fighting. 

Tl)e crowd looked to its leaders for advice. The citizen 
factions were awed by the blackened ruin of the main streets. 
Several hundred of the Creen party moved off to force their 
way into the Daphne, while the senators and leaders sought 
for a man to succeed Justinian. Their choice was Hypatius, 
the eldest nephew of Anastasius, who had once been captive 
to Vitalian. Hypatius, a middle-aged veteran of the Persian 
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war, was weU'meaDing and weak. On leaving the palace he had 
retired to his house. n 

"They declared Hypatius emperor/’ an observer explained, 
"and prepared to lead him to the market street [the Mesd] to 
bestow the power on him. But his wife, Mary, a knowing 
woman, caught hold of her husband and would not let him go. 
She cried aloud to her kinsmen that they were leading 
Hypatius to his death. But the people pulled lier away from 
him. They bore him along against bis will to the forum of 
Constantine. Because they had no diadem with which to 
crown him, they put a gold chain on his head and proclaimed 
him Emperor of !he Romans." . ^ 

Within an hour Hypatius stood in the Kathisma. Some¬ 
one had found a purple mantle for him. Tlnongs poured into 
the hippodrome to shout his name and to hear his coronation 
speech. Behind him the guards of the Kathisma waited on 
events. Hypatius himself, impressed by sight of the power 
rallying to him, became excited. He seemed to feel that the 
conflict was over. 

Then happened one of those odd chances that alter destiny. 
Hypatius called for a palace messenger, and to one named 
Ephraim he gave a message for Justinian. What he actually 
said remains unknown, but it might have been a warning. The 
important thing is what Ephraim did. 

Running to the palace entrance, he collided with an im¬ 
perial secretary hurrying out- The secretary exclaimed ^at 
Ephraim would not 6nd Justinian, who had left the palace 
with Theodora to flee in a ship. Being human, Ephraim 
merely gave his message to the other, and hastened back to 
the Kathisma, eager to be the first to bring the new Emperor 
tidings of his victory. The rumor of Justinian’s flight reached 
the multitude. Like a chant the cry of Nika rose in the arena. 

Thomas, the secretary, may have snatched at the chance to 
betray his emperor, or he may have sighted the transport ship 
mooring at the Daphne harbor •and the chests being canied 
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out of the private treasury. Most of the corridors were de¬ 
serted. * 

In the Delphax hall Narses stack to Justinian like his 
shadow. Few others held to their loyalty—unless they knew 
their lives to be forfeit. John of Cappadocia said he would 
prefer to sail from the Bosporus than be thrown into it. Who 
first urged the flight to Heraclea with the gold treasure is not 
clear, but Belisarius spoke for it. His troops could cover the 
embarkation. He was weary, smoke grimed, restless in this 
strange warfare of the corridors and streets. More than weary, 
Justinian sat in silence, unable to decide. Into their ball carne 
the ccliajiom thediippodrome: Nika, 

Then against all traditior) Theodora spoke in the council 
of the men. She stood to face Justinian. 

“Caesar, you can leave without any trouble. The sea is 
there. The ships are ready, and you have money enough. But 
if you leave, will you never ask yourself in exile: ‘What if I 
had stayed?' I shall stay. I believe that those who put on the 
imperial purple must never put it off. The day that they cease 
to call me Augusta I hope 1 shall not be living.'* 

Thdt heads turned toward the slight woman, and they 
listened. Theodora smiled at them with an odd gaiety: “I 
like the old saying that purple makes the finest shroud." 

No one tried to make Theodora change her mind. The fact 
that she would stay brought the need to defend her. Of them 
all,^probably only the woman felt hatred of the clamoring 
populace and the nobles who had deserted them. 

If they were not to take to the ships, not a moment could be 
wasted. Swiftly Justinian agreed with his two commanders 
that Mundus and the HcruU would defend the Augusteum 
gate while Belisarius brought his cataphracts into the Daphne, 
leading them through the corridors to force a way into the 
Kathisma to seize the leaders of the revolt. 

It was not to Belisarius' liking, this crowding between 
narrow walls. With NmeA guiding him, he led his following 
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out to the Ivory Gate and found it dosed and barred. The 
Guards on his side remained motionless at their posts. On 
the far side no one answered his shouted commands. Be* 
deviled by this silent barrier, the big Dalmatian forced a 
passage back through liis men to tell Justinian the attack 
could not be made. 

“If you can’t get through/’ Justinian ordered, "go around." 
He never forgot or forgave the silent resistance of tlie palace 
Guards at his door. 


® THE IRON CAVALRY ENTERS THE CIRCUS 

Perhaps it was Theodora who sent the anxious Narses to 
prepare the way for Belisarius, but Justinian must have given 
him the gold. With a small treasure in his girdle, Narses 
slipped out to the blackened balls of the baths, to the leaders 
of the Blue faction, Adding prophecies and warnings to his 
gifts of gold, the eunuch asked each man what he would gain 
from the rule of the rabble in the streets. Those who heard 
him began to ponder the question. 

Following swiftly, Belisarius led his cataphracts around 
through the burned Augusteum and the baths. He had to 
lead them, because the bodies that glistened in iron, moving 
shoulder to shoulder behind him, belonged to Goths ad^us- 
tomed to obey no one except their chieftain in battle. With 
sheathed weapons they crossed the burned area and entered 
the hippodrome by the portico of the Blues. Because Narses 
had been there, no one opposed them. But when Belisarius 
climbed the stair to the north entrance of the Kathisma he 
found this door, also, closed to him. The Excubitors posted 
here and in the Stama were not inclined to yield up Hypatius 
and the leaders of the revolt. Belisarius failed for the second 
time to seize the Kathisma, • • 
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Then chance intervened. The crowd beneath sighted the 
soldiers pressing into the stands. Poorly armed but wildly 
excited masses surged up against the gray ranks of the "iron 
cavalry/' Caught between the Kathisma guards and the thou¬ 
sands below, Belisarius acted instinctively, calling for weapons 
to be drawn and the ranks to face the assailants in their rear. 
Outnumbered and scaned by the street fighting of the last 
days, the soldiers drove back the human packs savagely. Par¬ 
tisans and armed retainers could not face methodical flights 
of arrows and flashing javelins. 

Hearing the uproar within the stands, Mundus and the 
Kenils ^r^cd their way in through the gate on the far side. 
This was tlie hfekroj the Gate of Death, by which the bodies 
of gladiators had been dragged out in earlier years, Wielding 
short hacking swords, tlie powerful Hcruls swept Into the 
arena. Narses appeared with the small contingent of Sputheni, 
the picked swordsmen of the palace. 

There was no one to take command against them. The 
multitude of thousands fell into wild disorder before the 
advance of the trained soldiers. 

By the end of that Sunday afternoon, the revolt was over. 
The Excubitors, seeing where victory lay, opened the doors of 
the Kathisma. A master of ofiices—taking the place of Her- 
mogencs absent in Persia—came in to arrest the stunned 
Hypatius and his brother Pompey, The streets emptied as 
word of the slaughter in the hippodrome spread through the 
districts. Rumor related that thirty thousand had died there; 
in truth, some thousands had b^n killed. 

Someone heard the prisoner Hypatius say to his brother: 
‘'Do not weep for them—they deserved what befell them,” 

Taken before Justinian, Hypatius argued that he had kept 
the mob in the hippodrome from attacking the palace. 
Justinian replied: ”You did not hold them back from burning 
the city.” The eldest nephew of Anastasius still wore the 
gold chain, forgotten, on hi?'bead, the purple chlamys on his 
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shoulders. Many persons beard Justinian order the two broth¬ 
ers to be imprisoned beneath the palace that night. Some 
maintain tl)at the Emperor would have spared them, but that 
Tlieodora der^ianded their death, Others believe that soldiers 
entered the prison the next day and put tlrcm to death. Cer* 
tainly, the body of Hypatius floated ashore, to be gathered up 
and sent to his grieving wife. 

As with Vitalian, Justinian must have held the lives of 
Hypatius and Pompey to be forfeit. Yet he did not reach 
that decision too easily. Soon afterwards evidence against 
the third brother, Phobus, was laid before him. After reading 
it through Justinian tore up tlie papyri sheets and exclaimed: 
“I find no guilt in him. Let him pray Cod that he il guiltless.” 

A Diocletian or a 'Fheodosius would not have let the tlrird 
brother live, A Constmtine would have carried out a blood 
purge of all leaders of the rebellion, Justinian did condemn 
the secretary Thonras who had spread the false rumor of his 
flight from the palace. With Thennas died the instigators who 
had roused the factions to arms. 

The survivors waited in their houses for the proclamation 
of city-wide arrest. It did not come. Troops from Thrace and 
Asia entered the gates, led by loyal officers, among them the 
youthful Germ anus. Tliey were set to work to dear the debris 
from the streets and to set up field hospitals in the forums, 
while fresh food was furnished at the Steps. After a few days, 
fugitive families returned to the crippled city. ^ 

Something unexpected had come into the mind of the 
wearied Emperor. Each day he walked through the burned 
area that bad been the heart of Constantinople, while the 
bodies of the slain were carried from the familiar gates of the 
hippodrome. The vagaries of the north wind had carried the 
fire from the Octagon quarter down the winding, porticoed 
streets of the merchants to the harbor. The black scar of it 
stretched from Justinian's living quarters to the docks, where 
only the water craft survived. . 
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In Justinian’s mind he himseU had been the cause of the 
disaster, He had been the ImpeTOtor plebis and he had failed 
bis people in this hist crisis of his reign. “The guilt is mine 
alone/' he had told the democracies gathered in the hippo> 
drome. Now thousands of those who had listened to him 
bad been slain at his order by the weapons of hired Heruls 
and Goths. So, when he had the power to order general 
punishment, he carried out instead the promise he had made 
from the ICathisma. He granted a general amnesty to the 
rebellious factions. He never put to death another political 
offender. 

‘'He Restored to the children of Hypathis and Pompcy alt 
the titles h^ld by tlieir fathers, and much of their confiscated 
property," testiffed a witness who hated him. 

More than that, Justinian soon revoked hb own sentence 
against the senators who had joined the revolt. Eighteen of 
them who had been exiled were allowed to return to their 
homes near the Church of the Apostles, The senate itself, 
however, suffered a change, After the blood and fire of the 
Nika week, it never regained its age^ld prestige. The ancient 
letters S.F.Q.K.Sinatus popuiusqu 9 Komoni—ceased to 
have meaning. The Macedonian who had been obliged by 
tradition to consult with it now went his way alone. 

That way led him back to the people. He had realized that 
the core of his dominion lay in them—the unthinking masses 
avid of holidays, games, and food. Yet to meet their desires, 
to favor them as a benevolent despot, would breed sickness in 
them, Only as a judge could Justinian reveal the pity he felt. 

After that terrible Sunday, he ordered the nepenthe of the 
races to be done away with for an indefinite time. The hip* 
podrome itself was closed to the popular meetings. Probably 
Justinian had no realization that in acting so he was putting 
an end to two great institutions of the earlier city-state—the 
Roman senate and the Greek areopagus. Yet very quickly the 
hostile witness saw the significance of his actions. "He kept 
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tearing down existing institutions," Procopius observed, “as if 
he meant to change all things into another form." 

In fact Justinian was becoming a solitary ruler, an autocrat, 
facing a single people. He felt his immense responsibility to 
them, but how would he conduct himself toward them? 

Very soon he attempted to give the populace ofRdals of its 
own. “Defenders of the City" were to decide all small law* 
suits of the neighborhood variety involving less than 300 
numismata. And the bishops of the congregations could inter¬ 
vene for their folk. (Thus the smaller personal claims were 
taken out of the hands of bribable judges and persons of in¬ 
fluence.) A praetor of the demes would watch the streets for 
thieves, extortioners, and traders in the occult. 

At one stroke Justinian did away with spies. There would 
be no more pay for the army of agentss in rahu; which had 
served the emperors since Diocletian's day. 

Then there was the influx of throngs from the country 
seeking food or wealth within the channed gates of Con* 
stantinople. The authority of the new Praetor would turn 
away all migrants who did not have a family to visit, work to 
do, or business to transact witirin the walls. Those who did 
have such cause for entering would be aided in carrying it out, 
and returned quickly to their homes. 

Within the city itself, Justinian would have no more march¬ 
ing of militia to music, no more beggars or drifters amorsg 
the charities. A man on the streets must have work to do~ 
and there would be work aplenty in rebuilding the city. 

For in his imagination Justinian beheld his city arising in 
new splendor from the ruins. It would be more than a refuge 
or a market place; it would be in every aspect the ruling 
center of the world. 
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THEODORA COES TO BITHYNIA 

,T DAWN of Good Friday in the next year, a.d. 555, 
cricB went through the districts shouting: "Old derelicts— 
go hack to your home. Go flyingr They shouted in the Greek 
koin 4 , the popular dialect the derelicts would understand. 

Close to what was left of the Samson hospital stood the 
scorched brick walls of a hostel for the aged homeless. Custom 
ordained that in the morning of Good Friday, before the 
hours of the Passion, the ruler of Constantinople would walk 
like any ordinary citizen to this hostel and there make his 
gifts to the inmates. Since their hostel had burned down, the 
old people, who had holed up elsewhere, could not decide 
whether the Emperor would appear to make his gifts. After 
the criers summoned them, they scurried and helped each 
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other back through (he streets. Plenty of beggars from (he 
Amastris joined them. .. f 

They sighted the gleam of the Excubitoxs’ silvered axes, 
and> standing in the empty archway of their hostel, the tall 
shimmering figure that could only be Caesar himself. And, 
surely curators of the Private Purse waited behind him with 
heavy sacks in their hands. Silent cubiculars had brought an 
ivory chair for him, but he stood on his feet patiently waiting. 

Each of the aged homeless came forward to kneel and adore 
the enameled images of saints on his broad girdle. To each he 
gave a small handful of silver coins. Nodding his grizzled head 
he said: leave ihy gift—even if there is no altas;” ' 

The words were vaguely familiar. Naturally enbugh. after 
counting their coins, most of the aged folk perched on the 
brick piles to rest themselves and enjoy the spectacle. To> 
ward the hour of noon the Emperor prepared to leave because 
the ruins of the great church had been torn down, and he had 
to walk to the Church of the Apostles, by the mausoleum of 
the blessed Constantine. Before he did so he spoke to a 
chamberlain, who said: "This hostel will be rebuilt by the day 
of All the Saints/’ 

As he passed through them, the Emperor himself said in 
labored Greek: "It will have larger rooms. The sun will shine 
in them, That is the wish of the Most Pious Augusta." 

Justinian understood how to start the street-dwellers talking 
of better things to come. • 

These were hard months in the city. The rigor of his rule 
and the catastrophe of the Nika had done away with the 
popular concept of Justinian as the Caesar from the streets. 
In much the same way Theodora had lost the glamour of 
the theater girl turned princess. She acquired a very different 
personality. 

That last Sunday of the Nika she had risked everything, 
including her life, for empire. In so doing she had probably 
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saved Ju$timan’s throne for him. Seemingly he could erase 
the thought of his enemies from^his mind, but Theodora did 
nothing of the kind. Henceforth she would be the wearer of 
the purplej ever after, she distrusted the throngs of their city. 
Against arsy whisper of conspiracy she mobilized the forces of 
her defense, and they were becoming formidable. 

For one thing she found spies to serve her throughout the 
quarters of the city. Where her attendant women and eu¬ 
nuchs went out to the markets, they picked up messages 
left for the Despoina by visitor, merchants, and especially by 
pilgrims from the East. After the Nika revolt she made a gift 
of her pousc of Hpnnisdas to shelterless monks; it became 
known as fne House of the Monks. There they could attend 
the offices at the small Sergius and Bacchus Church, but they 
could also visit the women's chambers, which Theodora was 
turning into a veritable court of her own. Many wanderers 
brought tidinp from Antioch, beloved by Theodora. In ex« 
diange for their news, they could count on aid from the 
Despoina. One arrived, unnoticed, in a patchwork robe that 
won him the name of Jacob Old Clothes. He had in him 
i power not revealed as yet. 

Rumor had it that the slim Augusta could influence Justin¬ 
ian to her will, and she made no denial of it. Because of that, 
envoys from foreign parts took care to offer a gift to the 
chamberlain of Theodora's hall as well as to the Referendarius 
of the Daphne. Theodora had a way of keeping visitors wait- 
ing--if they happened to be men—until she could discover 
w^t they wanted of her. 

They said she pampered herself, lying late in bed (while 
Justinian would ^ reading his reports at sunup). Over bath 
and toilet she would spend more hours while she listened to 
the gossip of her women. There was a new, hard brilliance in 
her. To the public gaze she appeared always graceful, in pastel 
shades of blue merging with the imperial purple. On her head 
the Light of sapphires matched the shimmer of pearl chains. 
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For Theodora knew very well how b hold the center of a 
stage. Now her servants bade visito?s prostrate •ihemselves to 
kiss her slipper, rather than kneel to adore the purple. 

To such subrnission Theodora had no shadow of right. She 
was no more than Caesar's wife. The constitution gave her no 
share in the throne; her name never appeared on the coinage 
as co*ruler. This parvenu Despoina possessed authority only 
over her own estates, known as the House of the Augusta. 
From these estates her curator gleaned a yearly income of 
some $o pounds of gold—more than enough for her needs, 
less than her desires. Otherwise, she had to influence her 
husband to do things for her. Theodor^ had learned by'ex* 
peiience how far she could go with him. On his part, the 
silent Macedonian probably understood the vagaries of his 
prostitutC'bride more than other people realized. 

After the Nika. Theodora made a remarkable excursion 
through the Asiatic shore land. 

This lovely bank of the Bosporus had appealed to the city 
folk ever since the 5r$t Byzantium. No factories scaned this 
shore of 6shing villages and palatial homes. Across from the 
entrance to the Golden Horn sprawled tranquil Chrysopolis, 
the City of Gold. Justinian seldom ventured across the water 
to this garden suburb. Confining himself to the palace by 
inclination as well as tradition, he was intent on rebuilding 
Constantinople itself. In fact, he tried to give the population 
a seaside retreat close to the Porta Aurea. • 

"As you sail in from the Propontis [the Marmora]," said 
Procopius, “there is a public bathing place on the left. There 
the Emperor made a park always open to those who wish 
to rest, or those who anchor as they sail by. Sunrise floods it 
with light, and evening fills it with pleasant shade. The sea 
fiows quietly around this court, like a river. The park itself 
gleams with white marble colonnades. There also stands the 
Empress Theodora, upon a column. This statue is beautiful 
indeed, but still inferior to her lovtliness. It is made of pur- 
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pie stone. Even when seen from far off» it manifests that this 
is an emprcTJ.” * 

Having closed the hippodrome and pming places, Justin* 
ian offered his people a place of rest in their new hard labor, 
Theodora, however, turned to the Asiatic shore, apart from 
the city. There she purchased a run-down summer palace and 
made it over as a refuge for the prostitutes who earned three 
obols a night by haunting the arcades of the Nymphaeum. 
Within this House of Repentance food was offered, and the 
girls could earn their obols at drawlooms or embroidery. Often 
by devious means of her own, the Despoina sent them would- 
be husbands. Still,, some Constantinopolitans dubbed the 
women's e^te the Prison of Repentance. 

So she traveled over familiar ground when she entered the 
Bithynian shore in splendor while the wounds of the Nika 
were still raw, Deliberately she made a spectacle of her guards 
and curators, her cortege of noblewomen, and herself in a 
shining carriage shaded by billowing silk. With her came 
physicians to attend the wounded, and that great preacher 
John of Telia to proclaim that she would give aid to shrines 
and monasteries. 

Knowing her country people—from the boys spreading 
fresh £sh over ferns in the stalls to the aproned blacksmiths 
who filled their doors to goggle at her—Theodora made quite 
a scene of her passing. She bathed in the warm sulphur 
springs and climbed to the snow summit of hoary Mount 
Olympus, named by forgotten Greeks after their own Olym¬ 
pus, She left behind her an impression of the power of the 
Arooe that had been threatened so recently. And she pre¬ 
pared the way for a flight, in her own time and manner, to 
tile Bithynian shore. 

For llicodora no longer trusted the city upon which 
Justinian centered all his labor. Against its patricians—those 
who had sought their own fortunes in the revolt—she leveled 
her spite. Those who opjfOscd her were treated with impish 
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mockery. One named Timothaeus made the mistake of 
seeking justice from her. He did sc because ^ could not 
collect some money owed him under bond by* several of her 
followers. Timotliaeus was not only an elderly patrician^ but 
also an official of long service, quite sure of his legal rights, but 
unacquainted with Theodora. 

After discovering the truth of his affair from her servants, 
but before admitting him, the robed Despoina summons her 
women and eunuchs to give them her cues and their re* 
sponses. Admitted to her presence, Timothaeus has to go 
through the prostration and slipper'kissing while the attend* 
ants form a half circle around him. tjnder these xircum* 
stances, Timothaeus voices his argument which is that, be* 
ing a patrician, he leads a hard life; because of his nobility, 
he may not ask mercy from the creditors who dog his steps, 
rjor may he ask payment from those who owe him money. 

Theodora speaks her cue: '*Poor Patrician Timothaeus!" 

The ring around him intones the response: *'What a big 
hernia you have." 

Timotliacus tries to appeal to the Most Clement Augusta, 
and hears again the response chanted as if in church, where^ 
upon he flees from the audience chamber. 

Another man of substance, as righteously indignant, expe- 
lienced more public mockery. He had wed one of Theodora's 
girls, wlio had been a dancer. After the marriage night he told 
in the streets that she "had been tampered with." Very 
quickly the gossiping husband met with a band of the Des* 
poina’s attendants, who used their staffs on his back. When 
he roared in protest, t\'ky tore of! his mantle to throw him 
upot) it and toss him into the air like a chJd in a blanket! 
"For wagging your tongue," they explained to him. After that 
the husband said no more about his bride. 

The magnates of the city began to fear the Despoina. They 
heard that even when she supped alone on hot terrace, she 
kept regal state, served with the white wine of Gaza and red 
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wine of Cyprus in vessels of gold-gl^s by attendants who 
wrapped th«r hands in linen, Her servant^ in or out of the 
palace, remained silent about her doings. If questioned, they 
merely explained that they served the Augusta. Apparently 
she had no favorites. 

Justinian on the other hand made little of a meal, eating a 
piece of bread, with green herbs soaked in vinegar or oil. 
Drinking barley water, not wine, he left the table before his 
hunger was satisfied. He grudged the few hours that he slept, 
with writing tablets laid out in readiness for his waking. It was 
becoming clear that he depended on his chosen group to aid 
hii thotaghts as well .as to carry them out. He rewarded Narses 
by making him master of the swordsmen—an odd appoint* 
ment for an Asian eunuch, Quietly dismissing the popular 
patrician Phocus, he recalled the unruly John of Cappadocia 
to be Praetorian Prefect, and summoned back Tribonian, who 
labored at the full Corpus Juris in its fifty volumes. With the 
return of Hermogenes, Justinian thus reassembled his old 
companions of the Council. Only one of them had been bom 
in Constantinople, 

None of them could restrain their Autocrat from his mad 
venture of that year. 


• ® THE DOME OF LIGHT 

The great church of the city had been destroyed in the 
conflagration. The people naturally expected Justinian to re¬ 
build their Hagia Sophia, but they thought he must be insane 
to tear down the ruins—as he did within forty days—of the 
old basilica in order to build anew from the ground some¬ 
thing vaster, never beheld before by the eyes of men in the 
West. 

Justinian, however, set about doing it. He could be very per- 
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suasive in arguing away the difficulties of such a project of his 
imagination. More ground was needed for the fantastic new 
edifice. One elderly woman refused to sell her adfoining prop> 
erty at the assessed price until the Emperor himself called at 
her house, whereupon she agreed to do it for him. Another 
owner of ground, they say, was an addict of the races, and 
starved for lack of his sport. Justinian ordered one day of rac¬ 
ing to be held in honor of this devotee; but he would not give 
the signal for the start of the first race, when the chariots were 
at the post, until the man had signed a deed of sale for his 
ground. 

For the plans of Xhe greater Hagia Sophia, JustiniaQ^vii^ho 
knew something of hydraulic engineering but liothing of 
building—called upon a man of genius, Anthemius of Tralles, 
among other architects. Anthemius had designed the small 
Church of Sergius and Bacchus, and he possessed vision. The 
records yield no clue as to what passed l^tween the Emperor 
and his designers. Clearly they would use no wood, which had 
caused the loss by fire of so many structures. They would 
build only with stone, masonry, and marble, and on a plan 
never attempted before. Their edifice would hold as many 
people as the great temples of the Pharaohs, but without the 
elephantine columns and flat roof of the Egyptians. In the 
Christian East, architecture had served religion; the structures 
had grown outward from the altar itself—taking the form of a 
cross or a liexagon. Thus the outside had been sacrifice^ for 
the splendor of the central altar beneath a small dome. In the 
West, Roman architecture had served the Caesars with trium¬ 
phal arches and vaulted baths. There the early churches had 
taken the form of the existing basilicas, the halls of lawsuits 
and banking. Thus the altars had been placed at the end of a 
long nave with rows of columns, the whole admitting very lit¬ 
tle light. 

Anthemius and his fellows rejected all these models. Their 
great church would be flooded .wkh sunlight reflected back 
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horn many-hucd marfcles of the walls. In shape it would be 
neither a narrow oblong^nor a square. It would rise in the 
center to a vast “suspended dome," one hundred arjd sixty 
feet above the flooring, mightier than that of Agrippa’s Pan- 
theon. In reality the dome would rest upon four arches rising 
from four central piers—with two of the arches concealed, 
thus creating the illusion of a suspended dome. 

A dome of that size had never been constructed uport a 
quadrilateral base. Perhaps the master'builder, Isidore of Mi¬ 
letus, who had experimented with the calculations of Archi¬ 
medes, worked out a method to do that. They were dealing 
with weights of masses and thrusts unfamiliar to them—with 
stonework ^hat could not be held fast by ordinary cement. 
Justinian observed that it was foolish to limit a building by 
the qualities of its materials. The chemists went to work on a 
stronger cement, fused in heat. 

One riddle in the construction of the Hagia Sophia has 
never been solved. How did Anthemius and his fellows com¬ 
plete the plans for a structure like that in the two months it 
took to clear the ground? Had Anthemius or Isidore sketched 
the design before then? Or did they work at a speed incredible 
today? 

Clearly Justinian pressed them to make haste. Skilled work¬ 
men were drafted from the eastern cities, and it is said that 
very soon two hundred foremen—competing against each 
othqf in four teams—drove nearly ten thousand workers at 
the great task. After a little, a contagion of eagerness seized 
the builders. Each evening at the sundial clock, each mason 
and stonecutter was paid a silver coin into his hand, While 
estimating the cost, John the Praetorian objected that 1,000 
pounds of silver would not plate the sanctuary walls. Jus¬ 
tinian said it would take 40,000 pounds, and John would And 
the money. They were building a church to excel Solomon's 
Temple of Jerusalem. 

The new Hagia Sophia,-la Justinian's mind, would be the 
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religious dedication of his new city and of the effort to create 
a world-state around it. • ^ 

Engineers of the Arsenal warned him tha^ Anthemius’ 
dome would fall of its own weight. Its fate would be certain 
as that of the Tower of Babeh raised against the will of God. 

Contractors warned him that it would take them five years 
to cut and polish and ship to Constantinople the marble from 
Thessaly> with onyx and jasper from the islands and the por¬ 
phyry from Egypt. 

Justinian told them that in five years the Hagia Sophia itself 
would be a finished building. The transport by sea would not 
be as difficult as th^y thought, he said, because within a )^ar 
Africa would be conquered and the sea lanes opened. 

It seemed to many observers that he was stricken with mad¬ 
ness. 


$ MESSAGE FEOM CARTHAGE 

Justinian rewarded Count Belisarius for his service in the 
Nika revolt by giving him a more impossible task. 

One morning in June 533, when the stone piers of the 
Hagia Sophia were rising within their scaffolding, the Patri¬ 
arch and the Emperor went in procession down to the shore 
at the tip of the palace point. Icons were carried behind them 
above waving myrtle branches. Marching choirs joined their 
voices in the refrain, the octoechos. 

“Re* giortfle, Domine virtutum . . . King of glory, Lord of 
armed hosts. . . 

Then the robed Patriarch Epiphanius gave his blessing to 
the war plley moored close inshore. When the men on the 
galley shouted response and ran up the square sail, the upper 
part of the sail was seen to be painted scarlet. Atop the short 
mast a great lantern was secured. This vessel, carrying Count 
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Bclisarius and his staff and navigators, would guide the convoy 
of ships to Altica. The scarlet*tipped sail would mark it in day¬ 
light. the masthead light in darkness. 

The long oars swung out and struck their red blades into 
the water. The fresh breeze from the Bosporus bellied out 
the sail, and the dromond sped past the point. From the har¬ 
bor a host of vessels followed in its wake. They were mostly 
cargo craft or grain transports—chartered shipping that had 
no appearance of a battle fleet. As long as they passed by. the 
Magnificat hymn sped them on. 

When the flotilla dwindled into the Marmora, Justinian 
walked back through the gardens to his work table, well aware 
of the weakness of the improvised fleet. It carried away some 
10,000 troops of the regular nummi, who deeply resented be* 
ing sent off to sea after long years on the eastern front. Al¬ 
though serving the Emperor for pay, they were still Armeni¬ 
ans, Isaurians, or Thracians in their aspirations. With them 
went some hundreds of Huns and Heruls. serving only by 
treaty ar)d in the prospect of loot. The transports carried 
about 5,000 horses. 

The steadying force of this small army of 14,000 lay in the 
persona] following of Belisarius, the ''biscuit-eaters'* who 
made up his comitatus or retinue. Some of them had fol¬ 
lowed him into the decisive struggle of the hippodrome. 
With his comitatus, Belisarius would need to maintain dis- 
dpUne over the rest of the army to have any chance of suc¬ 
cess. 

That chance was very slight. 

For one thing the Middle Sea could be crossed by such a 
convoy only during the summer calm, from May until No¬ 
vember. The autumn storms would cut off an army. 

Modem histories assure us that Justinian resolved then and 
there to reconquer the lost Roman empire in the West. That 
is not true. In June of that year Constantinople faced the stub¬ 
born fact that beyond the sands of the Syrtes and the moun- 
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tains of Greece the empire of the Caesars had passed to hai' 
baric nations. The Vandals held Africa, the Ostrogoths ruled 
Italy, the Visigoths had settled down in Spl^in. Uncouth 
Franks swept through Gaol, submerging the sturdy Burgun* 
dians. ^ 

These barbarian nations understood how to glean crops 
from the soil; they summoned up their feudal armed hosts 
by a word of command. But Christian man—in Justinian's 
thought—does not live by bread alone, nor does he survive 
by taking to the sword. It seemed as if the barbarian kings and 
chieftains had some awareness of that. At least many of them 
made use of Romah bureaus and secretajies to manage their 
affairs; often they showed a certain respect for tVe civilized 
Autocrat in Cor^stantinople by stamping his image on their 
coins and making treaties with him as their overlord. But this 
lip service would end in the hour when one of them became 
strong enough to seize Constantinople. 

Justinian, who had been a Balkan peasant, understood this 
state of affairs very well. $0 had other soldier'emperors under¬ 
stood it, and failed to remedy it. Justinian believed, as few 
others had believed, that the incoming tide of barbarians 
would not ebb. Behind the half-Roman(zed Goths of Italy 
pressed the tribal hordes both Germanic and Hunntc of Ale- 
manni, Lombards, and still-nomadic Heruls and Gepids. Be¬ 
yond them, the wild Avars approached in the steppes. How 
far off was the day when an Avar khagan would ride int^ the 
Augusteum, and a son of Justinian would hold his rein? 

It was to bold off that day that the stubborn Balkan sent his 
ships out from the haven of the Golden Horn to the Mediter¬ 
ranean. The men of Constantinople no longer had illusions 
about the grandeur of waging war. 

They meant to find a way across the sea. The Asdic Vandals 
—who had followed Gaiseric—reigned over the African lit¬ 
toral. These Vandals possessed the only battle fleet of the sea. 
Their galleys faced no greater task than hunting down the 
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pirates of the Dalmatian inlets. Tliey had not the least ex* 
pectation that a Roman Aeet would reappear, after all these 
years. So there was a chance that Bclisarius’ motley flotilla 
could slip past the dreaded Vandal ships and laT)d with com* 
..^plete surprise on the tranquil African coast. Then, if Beli- 
sarius could make himself master of the coast, the enemy 
fleet would he severed from its ports, left witliout a home. 
And the sea itself would be a barrier between the small Ro* 
man army and the overwhelming power of the other barbar¬ 
ian nations in Europe. 

So Belisarius was sent that June, not to regain the lost Em- 
pire of ^e West but to make a landing in'Africa. 

Justinian trusted Belisarius to do it. They had nothing in 
common except this tremendous task. The Dalmatian com¬ 
mander was younger, schooled in warfare at the Strategium, 
and a favorite of the soldiers he led in person. He gave away 
spoils recklessly, and his men in the ranks believed that he had 
good luck. The elder magistri militum of tlie city distrusted 
him foe the same reason, saying that he depended on luck to 
win a victory. 

Before his departure. Justinian had made an extraordinary 
compact with Belisarius. He gave his soldier unlimited au¬ 
thority, with the title of Autocrator. "Your order will be as 
mine.’' In return, Count Belisarius took an oath that he would 
never lift his hand against the Emperor. Justinian relied on 
that'pledge, but he gave Belisarius as Domesticus—chief of 
staffs capable eunuch named Solomon from his own house¬ 
hold, as faithful as Naises. Moreover, the commander of the 
regular cavalry was a certain John the Armenian, headstrong 
like all Armenians, intolerant of Belisarius' leadership. 

The first nesvs from the fleet at sea was discouraging, Tlie 
Egyptian and Syrian shipmasters, accustomed to carrying 
made a mess of the transport of troops; water turned 
foul in the casks, baked bisbufts proved to be only half cooked, 
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and fumed sour. Tlie ill-assorted vessels crowded into the first 
anchorage, piling up in a harbor until they had-to be fended 
off with poles, Finding their way from island to island, they 
reached shelter at last in Sicily beneath the shadow of Mount 
Aetna. Sight of tlie smoking volcano seemed to the ship-weary 
men to be an evil omen, ' 

They were verrturing where no East Roman army had been 
seen for a century. More than the sea itself, they feared the 
sight of the Vandalic fleet, and they lay half-mutinous in their 
huts on the Sicilian shore among the deserted temples at 
Catana. Officers complained tliat the favored Belisarius had 
brought along his Wife Antonina, who demanded lu^uri^ as 
well as the devotion of Belisarius and \vas, besi<}es, a whore. 
Only Solomon, who was not an officer, but an Oriental fatalist, 
had no misgivings, fustinian always read his reports with care. 

At first Belisarius drove his people as he was accustomed to 
drive them. He bought grain from the countryside with his 
own money—he had wealth because loot often stuck to his 
fingers. When two dissatisfied atabegs of the Huns got drunk 
and killed a comrade, Belisarius had the two impaled on stakes 
within sight of the camp—a dangerous disciplining because 
the Huns might turn against him in the next battle. Then, as 
if to bear out the evil omen of Aetna, sickness swept the 
camp, and the commander of the Armenians died, 

As the days passed, Belisarius fell into one of his rare black 
moods, exclaiming to Procopius, liis writer and friend, that he 
could not know where the Vandal fleet was lurking nor how 
he could meet it with his land army. He had no information 
as to the Vandal method of fighting. 

At that time Procopius of Caesarea in Palestine was Beli¬ 
sarius' devoted shadow. A small man, Procopius had failed as 
a lawyer, yet dreamed of writing history after the manner of 
Thucydides, Attached to the Magister as civilian adviser he 
had written with zest of their war in Persia. But now he suf¬ 
fered from the prevalent fear of'the barbarian hordes until he 
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dreamed that he beheld Belisanus the master of a fabulous 
city. Somewhat reassured by this omen, Procopius^who 
prayed inwaidly to ail-powerful Fate—was sent down the 
coast to pick up what news he could at Syracuse. He returned 
much excited with a slave who had left Carthage in Africa 
' only three days before. 

Questioned by Beliiarius, this slave insisted that the Vandal 
rulers knew nothing at all of the Roman expedition, and were 
in fact roaming the interior, while most of the Vandal fleet 
had departed elsewhere. 

This had not happened by chance. In Constantinople the 
war council had moved to aid Belisariusby diverting the ab 
ten lion of the African overlords to other points, The pilgrim 
monks had carried back to Tripoli word that a Roman ship 
would follow them. The ship arrived with a commando-like 
force of ISO picked men who aided the Roman faction to rise 
along the Libyan coast. A rumor, heard in the intelligence 
cells of Constantinople, related that the governor of distant 
Sardinia set himself against his Vandal overlords. Immediately 
Justinian dispatched an envoy to that island with authority to 
promise anything. And this envoy pronused liberation of tlie 
Sardinians, with full protection from Constantinople. So it 
was fortunate, but not by simple chance, that the Vandal fleet 
sailed from Carthage with $,ooo soldiers to put down the in¬ 
surrection on the island. 

Other envoys visited the Gothic court in Italy and by de¬ 
vious means arranged for the sale of provisions to the hungry 
Roman army. Agents disguised as traders found their way to 
Carthage itself to hint to the native population that Roman 
power was on the way to release them, 

As pledge of that, Justinian had given Bclisarius a letter 
signed in purple ink. It was addressed to the principal men of 
Carthage. "‘It is not our purpose to make war on the Vandals. 
Nor are we breaking our treaty with Gaiseric. We seek only to 
overthrow your dictator,'who keeps your rightful king in 
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prison. . . . Help us, therefore, to free yourselves from ty¬ 
ranny, 80 that you may have peace with liberty. We pledge you 
in God*s name that we will aid you to gain these^lessings.’* 

There was truth in this propaganda. In wealthy Africa, 
Gelimer, a headstrong usurper, had wrested the throne from 
the Vandal ruler, a descendant of Gaiseric the conqueror and* 
a kidnapped princess of Rome. Justinian counted on religious 
feeling to win over the descendants of Romans. Belisarius 
carried a banner with the monogram of Jesus—a visible sign 
that the faith of St. Augustine would be restored to the lost 
churches of Africa, 

So in Constantinople civilized brains had labored toa^ec^ive 
and weaken inwardly the superior power of a barSaric nation. 
In truth, they had less wish to make war on the Vandals than 
to steal a victory. Beyond this point everything depended on 
Belisarius. 

He did not lose a day in acting. The good news brought by 
Procopius put an end to the three-month inertia of the con¬ 
voy. At the summons of the massed trumpets, the ships sal¬ 
lied from Catana. A fresh east wind brought them to the 
African coast the next day. Even in that brief crossing, the 
01 -found fleet strayed off the course to Carthage, to land 
under banen waterless headlands five days' march from the 
city. 

But once Belisarius had his people on solid earth, hejeept 
them there. ("I for one have no wish to meet the Vandals on 
the sea," he assured the offioers who urged him to sail along 
the coast.) He found them water by digging into the beach—a 
miracle in the estimation of the superstitious Procopius. He 
drove them inland, buying fresh horses from villages on the 
way, allowing no plundering of the natives. (“Do you want to 
face fwo enemies, the Vandals and these people?") With his 
cataphfacts mounted again and watching the moody Huns, he 
raced the horsemen ahead of the plodding infantry across the 
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rich red plain toward Carthage. Sympathizers in the towns 
gave his shelpton army one priceless hit of information. It 
seemed that tM Vandals» taking their ease in their new king, 
dom, had pulled down the defense walls of all the towns ex¬ 
cept Carthage itself. They did so with the idea that they 
*could make themselves secure in their capital whereas an in- 
vader coming to the coast would hnd no other fortiheations 
to serve him. 

It occurred at once to Belisarius to throw his expedition into 
the Carthage citadel before the enemy could muster their 
forces against him. His anxious followers needed no urging to¬ 
ward such security and wealthy and his bluhdering ships could 
anchor at last safely in the port of Carthage. 

Soon the hurrying marchers found the paving of a Roman 
road under their feet; they made a camp in the fruit planta¬ 
tion of a Vandal prince. A day came when the weary merce¬ 
naries. racing against peril, wound around a stagnant lake. On 
the other side gleamed the salt of a dry lake. Where the road 
twisted through a labyrinth of bare hills, the first riders 
sighted a milestone. It told them they were no more than 
ten miles from Carthage. And here thousands of Vandal 
horsemen swept in on the marching column from all sides. 

There ensued the battle called the Ten Mile Post. It might 
well have ended the march, and the army, of Belisarius in 
Africa if it had not been for several peculiar circumstances, 
including the action of Belisarius himself. 

Iri that network of hills no one could see very well what 
was happening elsewhere. Riding as usual off by themselves, 
the brooding Huns took note of the gold and rich arms of the 
Vandals attacking them and became intent on looting such 
wealth; loosing devastating flights of anows, they pursued 
their foes across the dry lake. Elsewhere dour John the Ar¬ 
menian gained a hilltop with his contingent and proceeded to 
defend himself ther^ regardless of the fate of his commander. 

All the Roman regular 'cavalry broke and fied before the 
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charge of Gelitner, the king, and the main Vandal anay, So 
Bclisarius heard the conflict in th^ hills before he saw any¬ 
thing of it. lie was riding with an escort of^one hundred 
swordsmen. His single dependable force, the veteran cotni- 
tatus, was screening the plodding infantry and wagons far back 
on the road. On liini and his band burst the tumult of fugi¬ 
tives, crying as frightened men will, that the Vandah were at 
their heels. 

Rallying a few of them, the Magistcr went to see for him¬ 
self. I Ic found the wide valley at the ten-mile post filled with 
thousands of the enemy, dismounted. Believing the fighting 
at an end, the Vandals were inspecting the battlefle\d while 
Gelinrer arranged funeral rites for a Hain kirflman. After 
studying the tableau in the valley, Bclisarius led his small fol¬ 
lowing in attack down the slope. Surprised in their turn, coiv 
vinced that a great force must be descending on them in the 
drifting dust, the Vandal array made haste to escape. 

From that moment Bclisarius took control of the battle 
and the war. hie had taken tlie measure of the barbarians. 

Weeks later a fast-sailing dromond rounded the palace 
point of Constantinople with streamers flying. A courier 
came up the gardens with a message for the Thrice August 
Emperor: 

"Carthage is Roman.*' 


$ TO THB GATES OF THE SEA 

The much-feared Vandals had been crushed not so much by 
the Roman expedition as by themselves. They were no longer 
the desperate tribal figliters of Gaiseric's day. For eighty years 
they had enjoyed the luxury of the African province, with all 
the amenities of Roman life, without the necessity of defend¬ 
ing it except against the BerberinJaabitanb of the inland des- 
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crts. When at last they roused all their man power, they could 
not break into the walls^of their great city in the hands of 
veteran soldiiis under the eye of a Belisarius, When they re¬ 
treated to the encampment at Tricamaron to wait out the win¬ 
ter, they brought in their wives and slaves for comfort and 
' their treasures as well. Before the winter fairly set in, Belisarius 
disturbed this comfortable arrangement by attacking them— 
this time leading his mailed cataphracts. Gelimer ended the 
struggle by fleeing to the Berbers in the hills. 

Besides, there had been a prophecy in the land that the 
Vandals would rule it until an army marched in from the sea. 
That djd not seem likely to happen, until Belisarius did it. 

All this delighted'Procopius, who had seen the realization 
of his dream, 'Tor these Vandals,” he wrote, “became ac¬ 
customed to taking to the baths every day. They came to en¬ 
joy the best sea and land food on their tables. Covering their 
bodies with gold ornaments and Fenian silk, they went to 
theaters and hippodromes, and most of all to hunts. Giving 
banquets in their private parks, they amused themselves with 
dancers and mimics, and gave themselves up to every kind of 
sexual excitement." 

It almost seemed as if Fate had taken a hand: (he Vandal 
fleet sailed back, unaware, from Sardinia to And its home port 
in the possession of Romans who had apparently sprung from 
the sea. After that Belisarius did not lack for serviceable ship¬ 
pings A treasure vessel that Gelimer’s family had loaded and 
dispatched toward safety on the Spanish coast ran into a storm 
and turned back to an African haven, to fall intact into the 
hands of the Roman soldiers, All in all, the value of the Van- 
dalic treasure turned out to be beyond expectations. Belisarius 
became the master of the spoils of Gaiseric's conquest, which 
included Che imperial regalia of Rome of the Caesars. 

The anxious councilors of the Daphne must have felt some¬ 
thing like awe of the impassive Emperor who had cast their 
bread upon the waters. A single Roman army had humbled a 
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nation of barbaric conquerors. John the Praetorian Vnew that 
the treasury had been drained by the rebuilding of Antioch, 
the restoration of the hurried heart of Consta«itinople, the 
"Perpetual Peace" with Persia—which Hcrmogenes had 
bou^t with 14,000 pieces of gold—and the cost of launching 
the expedition itself, Now Africa would repay them in gold. * 

Justinian now called for the immediate recapture of the is¬ 
lands of the sea, 

It was swiftly done. Sardinia and Tripoli already awaited 
the Roman eagles. Craggy Corsica yielded its fastness. With 
the coming of sailing weather, Belisarim dispatched squad¬ 
rons of his captured ships—with Vandals on the jowing 
benches—westward to the Balearics, whdre remnlnts of peo¬ 
ple still remembered the lost rule of Rome, An amphibious 
expedition pushed west along the coast to the twin heights 
known as the Pillars of Hercules (Gibraltar and Jebal Muza). 
Beyond lay the open ocean. 

In those weeks of swift victories the Middle Sea became 
Roman again. How many thousand stadia stretched from the 
Cates to the Caucasus over which rose the sun? There must 
have been much conning of neglected manuscripts of Strabo 
and of Eratosthenes, who pointed out that one great parallel 
of latitude ran from the Gates through the strait of Sicily and 
Athens of the philosophers. The map on the wall of The Si¬ 
lence must have been painted in new colors. 

Justinian, for one, realized the opportunity offered b)^the 
new sea routes. Whereas the barbarians held the land roads of 
Europe, an East Roman army could now move freely by sea. 
And he began to ponder the position of Sicily, accessible by 
water, yet almost touching tlic toe of Italy. 

He also pondered the unbelievable success of Belisarius 
with men at war. 

Even while the Council marked the map of Africa with the 
ancient provinces of Tripolitana, Byzacium, Africa, Numidia, 
and Mauretania, disturbing warnings came from Carthage. 
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Officers either zealous or envious, wrote under seal that tlie 
Autocrator was conducting himself lihc a reigning monarch in 
his conquestirHe took up his quarters in the palace of Cclimer 
and gave feasts prepared by its servants. To Berber chieftains 
who rode in to greet—and appraise—the Roman conqueror, 
*hc gave silver staffs and gilded boots and caps that looked like 
crowns. He protected Vandal nobles who sought sanctuary in 
the churches, More than tliat, he kept all tlic captured bullion 
guarded in his cofTcrs. All these signs indicated that the su¬ 
preme Magister Belisarius planned to make himself master of 
Africa in defiance of Constantinople. 

Wa| Belisarius merely building up Rowan prestige? ("The 
task of a cCmmandSr is simpler if he can create a legend of 
victory.") Or was he taking the profitable way to treachery? 
Constantinople could not mobilize anotlier army to challenge 
a Belisarius entrenched in Africa. Thcodoric the Goth had en¬ 
tered Italy as a field commander of Constantinople and had 
remained to rule in Ravenna. Justinian, who held the record 
of the past in his memory, could single out a month in 4$6 
when tlie two halves of the Roman world had been divided 
among barbarian war lords: between Oaiseric at Carthage, 
Tlicodoric the Visigoth at Toulouse, Ricimer at Ravenna, and 
Aspar the Alan at Constantinople itself. 

isolated in the Daphne, a thousand miles from the palace of 
Carthage, how could Justinian decide what to do? In such a 
cas^ Diocletian had traced a bitter memorandum: "Four or 
five people join together to deceive the Emperor. Tliey set a 
decision before him. Shut up in his chambers, he cannot know 
the true situation. He can only know what they tell liim." 

Even the resourceful Tlicodora would not make this dcci- 
sion. She merely pointed out that Belisarius cared too much 
for his wife Antonina, who was eight years older, and ambi¬ 
tious like most older wives. 

At last Justinian sent a message to his general. The Emperor 


The Festival of Victory ^ 119 

would like Belisarius to return in person with Gelimer and the 
captive lords of Africa and the treasure. But Belisarius must 
dcdde himself whether he should leave the African coast. 
Belisarius sailed home. 


^ THE FESTIVAL OF VICTORY 

From his throne^cat, the strategist of empire gave only 
cold, courteous thanks to his soldier—"*our devoted benefac¬ 
tor." He named Bdisarius consul for the year and did not 
question the large share of spoils he claimed. He seized the 
opportunity to give the people of his city a vicarious taste of 
victory. The doors of the hippodrome were opened in March 
^34 to a pageant of triumph in the old fashion of the Caesars. 

"Aided by God,” Justinian made announcement, "the Ro¬ 
man people will triumph over their enemies.” 

The performance itself would have struck Trajan or Ha¬ 
drian as very odd. The scars of the conflagration were hidden 
along the Mes^ by painted hangings, myrtle branches waved 
from the balconies, and silk billowed from the church por¬ 
tals. At the head of the procession robed priests swung in¬ 
cense, and a choir of monks chanted Te Deum laudamue. 
(There could be no triumph unless by the providence of the 
Lord of Hosts,) After them rode the great servants of^the 
Empire, from Praetorian to City Prefect. (Their labors had 
sent the expedition on its way.) 

From the multitude on the tiers of the hippodrome a roar 
went up at the entrance of the comitatus of the conqueror. 
Their iron gray figures rode in perfect ranks around the long 
Spina, and after them followed the strange Huns. (Belisarius 
had won their loyalty by promising to return them to their 
home steppes, and he kept his promise.) The multitude rose 
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with a beating of hands as Belisarius appeared> not mounted, 
but afoot in his battle d^ess, with no laurel wreath upon his 
half helmet, ‘/‘rom that moment he became the city’s hero. 

For after him marched the captive Gelimer and the Vandal 
princes wearing chains for the occasion. (Belisarius had piom' 
ised them comfortable estates with servants on the shore of 
Asia.) After them carts dragged the captured treasure, with 
gleaming gold displayed. The crowd took instant notice of a 
wagon led by barefoot monks. It bore the hallowed treasure of 
Jerusalem—the seven-branched candlesticks, the shewbread 
table, and the Seat of Mercy that had been the splendor of the 
temple of Solomon the King. ** 

Rhetors among the crowd remembered that these relics of 
the ancient temple had been carried of! from Jerusalem by 
Titus; they had been wrested from Rome by Caiseric’s Van* 
dais. Now they had been brought back from Carthage to Con¬ 
stantinople. Surely this was an omen of God's favor. Yet 
soothsayers whispered that wherever they had rested, the loss 
of a kingdom had followed. Would Justinian dare house them 
within the Hagia Sophia? 

From the draped Kathisma. where the recaptured standards 
of the legions stood, Justinian announced that by these tokens 
the Romans would rule again in the West. “We hope that 
Cod will grant us to regain the other lands that the ancient 
Romans possessed, as far as the two oceans.” From his side 
thedovely Despoina watched the triumph of Belisarius in¬ 
scrutably. Obviously, the victor at Carthage would be a power 
in Constantinople henceforth. After the triumph Justinian 
felt a growing jealousy of the younger man who could pre¬ 
vail in battle and win the devotion of a crowd so easily. 

As for Gelimer, who did not need to die to make a spectacle 
for these unpredictable Romans, they say that when he was 
escorted to the garden of the villa where he would spend his 
years as a pensioned enemy, he cried out: “Vanity of vanities I 
All is vanity." * • 
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No, this triumph of Belisarius did not r€-«nact the triumph 
of an ancient Roman conqueror. It fvas the pageant of a new 
force within Constantinople moving toward i(S destiny. 


^ THE DIVIDING FORCES 

When Belisarius marched on foot in that big parade, the 
people of Constantinople beheld in him something more 
splendid than a magister of soldiers. In their eyes he became 
a second St. Micha^ whose flaming sword could drive away 
dark angels. He had triumphed against the enemies of their 
faith. Probably Belisarius would have been completely sur* 
prised if anyone had said that to him» but Justinian compre¬ 
hended it very well. 

The inhabitants of the Guarded City had become incurably 
mystical; they held fast to relics like the Madonna of the Way, 
and they looked for miracles to aid them. In particular and 
above all, they—or most of them—held to a belief in the Trin¬ 
ity of the Father and Son and Holy Spirit. Any baker or mule- 
driver would put aside his work to argue that the Trinity of¬ 
fered the only way to a souKs salvation. Had not Constantine 
of glorious memory, held to this same creed of the Nicaean 
Council, the veritable tnitli? Accordingly they looked upon 
the vanquished Vandals as Arians and heretics—enemigs of 
the truth. Had not Theodosius the Great declared that un* 
believers were heretics and foes? 

Surely the Apostles testified that Clirist was divine, being 
the Son of God. Yet since Paul the Apostle had preached to 
the congregations against pagan idols, Che Christian churches 
had divided like the waters of a great river separating into 
streams. Aiius preached that Jesus was no more than a hu¬ 
man being of such rare virtue that he had been drawn into 
Heaven itself. But could a common man, a carpenter’s son, 
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open salvation to the human race? If Mary had given birth to 
a common child, could «hc be—as she indubitably was—the 
Mother of G^, and their Madonna of the Way? 

These people, we understand today, turned away from a 
realistic doctrine to a mystical one. They sought the blessings 
' of anchorites from the desert who seem^ to them to be, as in 
the days of the apostles, the "champions of Christ”; they 
reverenced a St. ferome who shared his cave with a desert lion, 
and they gathered up the dust dropped down on them by 
pillar*sitting ascetics. They cast their anger against Nestorius, 
who had been patriarch of their city, who preached that both 
divine and human natures were in the otiC man, Christ. That 
was the belief of the more eastern folk. The city knew it as the 
Monophysite doctrine of the One Being. It was in fact the 
most ancient belief of the eastern people, that there could be 
no god but Cod. 

Christianity itself had arisen in the eastern lands. The 
churches of ancient Alexandria and Antioch claimed primacy 
over Constantine*! city. They held tenaciously to the Mo* 
nophysite doctrine, The growing religious controversy often 
caused resistance to tlie authority of the new city of the Em¬ 
peror. 

During the fifth century the conflict within the churches 
tended to break out of control by the state. Mobs attacked 
dissenting monasteries; patriarclis anathematized opponents 
and^were exiled in their turn. At the Council of Ephesus 
{4^1} Nestorius was exiled with his followers, who deserted 
their shrines at Edessa to migrate into Persia and on through 
Asia. To calm the strife of the churches, the devout Pul- 
cheria and the anxious Marcian summoned the Council of 
Chalcedon, neat their city. At Chalcedon (451) the leaders 
of the churches gave voice to the doctrine of the mystics, 
of the Trinity and the divinity of Christ. This conformed to 
the doctrine of the uncompromising Leo, Pope of Rome. But 
it antagonized the older churches of the East. The rulers of 
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Constantinople were caugKt between the tides of religious 
feeling in the East and the West. 'Phis conflict was not doc¬ 
trinal alone, because the patriarchs of the East felt tlieir tradi¬ 
tions to be involved^ Antioch and Alexandria denied the au¬ 
thority of tlie priests who tended the tomb of tlic Apostle 
Peter. Historically, the schism between East and West took 
place in 481, but the cleavage had been there for a long time, 

Tl)en, too, the eastern clergy at that rime bel)cld only en¬ 
emies in the West, Allans. That happened by one of the 
chances that affect destiny, A bishop of Constantinople, an 
Arian, had once become a missionary to the armed forces and 
then to tlie barbaridbs tlie amrics fouglit, St. UlSlas (iitfle 
Wolf, 310-3S3] had translated most of the Scriptures into 
Gothic. He liad given songs to the marching barbarians, and 
beyond them to the newly converted peoples. After St. Ulfilas, 
the Ostrogoths and Visigoths and Vandals and ethers as well 
became Arians. So as these barbarian nations completed their 
conquests, tbc orthodox churches—with the faith of the Fa¬ 
ther and Son, in the Trinity—were closed except for a few in 
Gaul and those of St. Peter's in Italy. When Belisarius re¬ 
gained tlie African coast, the old churches were opened again 
and the Arian clergy expelled. Before then—as soon as Justin 
had come to the throne in 51$—Justinian had ended the 
schism between the clergy of the East and the West by sum¬ 
moning bishops of Rome to Constantinople. He had seen 
the inability of the elderly Anastasius—a Monophysite»bc* 
Kever—to hold the churches united. Vitalian's revolt had not' 
been the only one under Anastasius. 

When he passed up the Mes6 in processions, Justinian al¬ 
ways saw the statue of Constantine on its high porphyry col¬ 
umn. On the base of the column an inscription had been 
carved, probably by order of Constantine himself: “0 Christ, 
master and ruler of the earth, to Thee hflvc I consecrated 
this obedient city, and this scepter and the power of Rome. 
Guard Thou it and deliver if fromHvery harm.” 
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The words held a warning. The self-proclaimed divinity of 
pagan Caesars such as‘Caligula had been eclipsed by the 
downfall of^the pagan dty. Yet an almost insuperable re- 
sporvsibility had come to the Christian emperors of Constan¬ 
tinople since Theodosius' day. Because the scepter and all 
power rested in their hands* they had the tasV of ruling ac¬ 
cording to the will of God. The people looked upon them 
as entirely human, yet as vice-gerents of Christ. This duty lay 
upon them; the power they must find. 

Justinian accepted the responsibility in a way of his own. 
Quite simply he tried to get the most necessary things done. 
Being the one emperor of the western w^rld, he proceeded to 
draw up one law, in the Corpus Juris. He sent his army to 
drive out the Arian clergy as much as to regain territory. It 
seemed to hia uncompromising mind that notliing would 
avail very much unless the conflict of the religions could be 
ended by the establishment of a single Church. He declared 
the ‘^primacy in honor*’ of the western popes, while he per¬ 
secuted the leaders of the eastern Monophysites. He kept 
authority in his own hands. 

And he hastened the building of the new Hagia Sophia that 
would be c^uite different from the old basilica of Constantino¬ 
ple. It would be a church for all congregations of the Chris¬ 
tians. 


^ CRACKS IN THE PIERS 

The four incredible piers of the great church were rising 
higher than the summit of the hippodrome. They could be 
seen by sailors far out at sea. Under awnings in the rain and 
beneath flares at night, shifts of stonemasons raised massive 
square blocks into place as if laying bricks. And daily the anxi¬ 
ety of the master buildess Anthemius and Isidore increased. 
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They were dealing with weights and pressures never before in¬ 
voked in the West. Isidore said the trouble came from the 
perversity of materials. To allow for the great w«ght to come 
upon the piers they had poured molten lead into the inter¬ 
stices. This would take the increasing pressure of the rigid 
blocks. Yet vertical craclcs appeared in two of the piers, Skep-' 
tics, watching the building, swore that the giant piers would 
collapse, bringing death to the workmen raising the summit 
arch between them. 

Anthemius and Isidore suspended work on the arch. Its 
haunches projected toward each other, 120 feet in the air. 
When Justinian was called in, he asked if they were j^ertain 
the columns would take the weight of the finished arch. They 
said that they were certain. 'Then cany the arch across,” he 
bade them, "and see what happens.” 

When the lofty arch was joined and the scaffolding taken 
down, the piers stood firm in spite of the cracks. (After more 
than fourteen centuries, they stand as they were built.) 

Then, as work began on the overhanging dome, another 
danger appeared. The marble facing of the upper walls began 
to flake ofl. The strain was telling on the more brittle marbles 
like the green Carystian. "Take off the facing there,** Justinian 
ordered, “and put it back when the strain of settling is ended.** 

Nor would he allow them to delay the work. Because they 
began to fear the weight of the dome itself, they made it of 
light, porous stone. Because the older type of capitals r^ted 
heavily on the smaller pillars, a new type was evolved, light¬ 
ened by carving. Except for those capitals, no stone-carving 
showed in the interior of the great church. The varied mar¬ 
bles of pillars and walls gave it color without touch of paint. 
The open galleries and colonnaded aisles gave it depth to the 
eye. 

“One marvels,” Procopius related, “at the purple here, the 
green hue there, and again at the flame of crimson or the glirtt 
of white.” • ) 

K 
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These artists of Constantinople were devising a canon of 
their own. In the reigning city gatliered those who had come 
out of the East—from the schools of Alexandria or the deserts 
of Palmyra, Many of them had wondered at the vastness of 
space, the superhuman coloring of sunsets on tlic desert. The 
'plain interior of the Hagia Sophia gave a sense of infinite 
space. Its coloring, darker along the ground level, lighter and 
brilliant in its summit, induced a mood. Justinian did not un¬ 
derstand the technique of the artists. He relied on tlie best of 
them, and they found at his court the chance to do the work 
of tlreir imagination. 

Already under the impulse of their •minds, the ancient 
canon of arv was changing. A new style rallied the latent pow¬ 
ers of the ancient art. Statues disappeared. Perhaps the con¬ 
flagration of the Nika did away with many of them. Certainly 
the main endeavor of western Roman art, tlie portrait statues 
of dead generals and fathers of families, was abandoned Tlie 
pastoral scenes and intimate visiting angels of the earlier 
Alexandrian school changed into barely suggested vistas and 
angels who haunt the heights. 

The portrait statue of Daphne still stood in the great hall of 
the palaco—a young woman in flight with her upflung arms 
turning into the branches of a tree. It told the mythical story 
of the virgin Daphne with exact detail. But this was the work 
of an artist of several centuries before, imported by Constan¬ 
tine^ It was no more than a human being acting out a myth. 
Out in the seaside park a younger artist erected the small fig¬ 
ure of Theodora. Although a portrait, this modem work sug¬ 
gested majesty. The observant Procopius remarked that 
“from afar it reveals an empress.'' 

There survives today a broken head that may have been this 
of Theodora. It is simply crowned, lovely in modeling, yet not 
entirely human. Like the head of a rider of the dynamic frieze 
of the Parthenon, it has been touched by imagination. In fact, 
Procopius mentions in describing it. 
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These unknown artists of Constantinople no longer copied 
models of the past. They resembled the earliest Greeks in 
seeking to create something with new meaning, They were 
closing the circle of nearly one thousand years,*from Pheidias 
through the Hellenistic mastery of skills—the intimate de^ 
lightful virtuosity of Pompeii—to the tired replicas of the last* 
Romans, the clumsy human effigies that act out scenes on the 
triumphal arch of Constantine. Already the Hagia Sophia re¬ 
sembled the Parthenon in its inegularity of measurements 
and its return to simplicity of fomi. It does not derive from 
that domed exhibition hall, Agrippa’s Pantheon, 

As in the creative arts, so in the city of Constantinople, a 
new characteristic appeared. Koman tradition wai failing the 
Latin speech was dying out^ Hetienistic culture still prevailed, 
while eastern methods of government were invoked. No longer 
a Nea Roma, the city was becoming a new Constentinop/e. 
To whet end? 


0 ‘‘we have learned jiow enormous injustices , . ,” 

With his hands free of senatonal restraint in Justin¬ 
ian made his great effort to reform his government, 

Already he had taken measures to give magistrates to the 
city dwellers and to stem the tide of immigration tha^was 
depopulating the countryside and crowding the streets. Tlicrc 
remained the economy of the whole. This was in bad shape— 
despite the gold reserve gathered by Anastasius—as Justinian 
had observed before his inauguration. 

For one thing, it being a money economy, officials usually 
felt they had the right to make money for themselves. Usu¬ 
ally, too, after buying their offices by the traditional suffragia, 
they tried to repay themselves from public funds. Judges as 
well as governors could be bought. Revenues stuck to too 
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many fingers before reading the imperial treasury. Anastasias 
had set up his own inspectors to remedy this, but after a while 
the inspectors had joined the governmental hierarchy in tak¬ 
ing payment for favors. Police officials took time-honored toll 
from towns. 

Probably in tearing down his machinery of government, 
Justinian followed the ideas of his Praetorian, John of Cap. 
padocia. John had prophesied grimly that soon the cost of 
collecting taxes would cotisutne two thirds of the yearly reve¬ 
nue. And John devised means to get more of the tax revenues 
safely within the Brazen Cate. But Justinian realized that 
taxes could not be increased without incteosing the ability of 
the ordinary worker in shop or field to pay them. He set about 
this task in his own way. As for Theodora, her hartd was evi¬ 
dent in abolishing more of the ancient potestas patris, in giv¬ 
ing new rights to women and children of the family, and in 
scaling down interest on borrowings as well as the right of 
moneylenders to seize property pledged for loans. 

Justinian’s first blow against his officialdom came with 
Nove/ia Vl/f; 

Thai magistrates shall not buy their posts. The Emperor 
Justinian, August, to John, Praetorian Prefect, twice Con¬ 
sul, and Patrician. 

In its praefatio Justinian confided in his people at large as if 
he rras speaking at their firesides; 

W< spend all our days and nights thinking out what 
will be useful, if pleasing to Cod, to all of our people. 

Our wctches are not in vdin; they will deliver our subfacts 
from anxiety. With care we seek the means to release our 
people from all charges-^hose heavy exactions^-except 
the public tax. We have learned how, at times, enormous 
injustices have been done . . . impoverish ing our sub/eers 
urtfil they could hardly pay the lawful tax .. . how cm* 
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perors scu^t to profit from magistrates hy soling tham 
their posts, and how these in turn reimbursed themselves 
from the people. For everyone knows how o^wls have 
not only paid, but dso have pledged more to* thou wko 
put the posts in their way. One w/to has borrowed to do 
this neks to pay interest as as the loon, and to earn 
a profit for himself on retiring from the post ... he ex^ 
acts triple charges from our subjects. ... To tell the 
plain truth, the treasury itself suffers from this. Prefects 
and owners and farmers desert the provirtces, pressing 
into Conetontino^Ie to eom^Idin rightly of the thefts 
agflinst them. Brigands operate with the knowle^e^ ' 
governors because a weight of gold Isuys them immu* 
nity . . . we connot say how widely the thefts of these 
governors extend; hardly a person dares bring evidence 
against them. 

Id bis appeal to the populace Justinian rang many changes 
on his thought; the officials work with clean hands, the 
government and the citizens alike will prosper." His first 
moves against profiteering officials were drastic. 

No one henceforth might pay for a post. (Salaries were in* 
creased, to compensate for keeping “clean hands.") 

Every governor must visit the towns of his territory in per* 
son, and not send vicars in his stead. (To prevent ofi^record 
dealings by agents.) ^ 

After giving up a post, an official must remain in his district 
for fifty days. (To allow his accounts to be examined and com¬ 
plaints against him to be heard.) 

Bishops and local councils would have charge of public 
works funds. . . . 

Having attacked abuses, Justinian and John struck at the 
heart of the dvil service, cutting down the swollen personnel, 
abolishing the sacred rule of seniority which raised to the most 
resporuible posts only the oldest i^abitants of the payroll. 
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They challenged the growing numbers of ‘‘adjusters” and the 
younger ‘"assistants” employed to aid the aged seniors to do 
their work. Ruthlessly Justinian cut in half the pensions paid 
by the central bureaus—pensions that had grown to ten thou¬ 
sand pounds of gold yearly. This earned him the cordial ha- 
'tred of retired officialdom. 

In the bureau of Memonae, the secretary John of Lydia 
kept a diary in the ancient Roman manner, and in it he re¬ 
corded his comforts until this great upheaval. ‘To encourage 
my activity the Prefect pointed out certain paths to gain, He 
kept ofBce not quite a year, yet in that time 1 gained not less 
th^n ^000 pieces of gold by my prudent activity. Naturally 
grateful, I composed a short eulogy of him. He was very 
pleased, and bade me take from the l»nk account a gold piece 
for every line.” 

When his protectors disappeared from the bureau, the 
placid Lydian—who always wore his uniform—believed that 
they had lost the favor of Fortune. Wlwn the popular collo¬ 
quial Greek took the place of Latin in the records, John Lydus 
remembered a prophetic oracle: “Fortune will desert Che Ro¬ 
mans when they forget their native speech.” 

Many others in the civil service agreed with worthy John 
Lydus that a change in the ancient ways would bring disaster 
to Constantinople. The rites of their ancestors blended in 
their minds with their own cherished seniority and prosper¬ 
ity. yAiy should a man spend himself in labor if age did not 
bring promotion, with a title of some kind—John himself 
retired as a count of the second rank—and a pension to fol¬ 
low? 

The strength of inertia resisted Justinian's attempt to drive 
his administrators to new achievement, This time he was 
blamed more Chan John of Cappadocia. Procopius echoed the 
anger of officialdom: “He kept tearing down existing institu¬ 
tions as if he should change all things into another fonn. He 
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did this simply so’that everything might be new and miglit 
bear the impress of his name.” * 

Had he not given his name to the new laws? Did he not 
write out himself the rescripts of the Quaestor's office? 

As he had appealed to the public in the 5 rst of the reform 
Sovellae, the silent Emperor unexpectedly tried to explain* 
himself in following edicts (;36]: 'To make a law to adjust 
an evil is like giving medicine. You can’t tell what effect it will 
have. . . . We have decided that it is necessary to cliange not 
only the edicts of previous emperors, but even our own. , . . 
Because nature is constantly changing—a fact we will repeat 
as long as nature goes her way—it leads us to make new'en¬ 
actments.” * * 

Despite the resistance of the civil service, the new dynanuc 
administration began to take shape. But Justinian had been 
forced to assume personal responsibility for it. That brought 
an increasing torrent of appeals to Caesar from outlying towns 
with grievances. Their delegations waited in the Augusteuni, 
refusing to meet with the Referendarius. Tlicy wanted to 
speak to Justinian, “For no one stands in the presence of the 
Augustus to speak for us.” 

Soon Justinian appointed special courts to hear appeals 
from the provinces, to travel through tlie villages and pass 
on the cases swiftly—within fifty days. From all magistrates 
he demanded an oath with teeth in it: 

/ hereby swear by all-powerful God . . . and tfi 
blessed archangels Michael and Gabriel, on these four 
Evangels that I hold in my hands, that I will faithfully 
serve our masters Justinian and Theodora, his wife. I 
swear that I have given nothing and will give nothing to 
any person in obtaining my charge, or to protect it. I 
swear to accept only my salary . . . and to seek no other 
profit from my post . . . and to defend the rights of aU 
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subjects of our pious masters. If I fail to do this, I wiU 
take upon myself the^tembU judgment of our S<Tviour, 
Jesus Christ, the doom of Judas, the leprosy of Giszi, and 
the fear of Cain. 

• The oath of the magistrates included the words commum- 
catOT sum sanctissimae Dei catholicae et apostolicae eccUsiae. 
These officials who were to administer one law in the service 
of one Emperor must also belong to the one Universal Apos¬ 
tolic Church. Resistance to the oath of Justinian began almost 
at once. 

The^ords show that Justinian judgedeone matter himself. 
Some of th^ Vandal'treasure had been taken into the palace; 
the gold goblets and plate of ancient Rome added magnifi¬ 
cence to the festival table of the Daphne. Some of the jewels 
were taken by Theodora. But the question remained of where 
to place the candelabra and the treasure of the temple of Jeru¬ 
salem. 

An elderly Jew who had seen them approached the advisers 
of the Emperor, Those treasure5> he urged, should not be 
taken into the palace. After their seizure by Titus^ misfortune 
had followed them in Rome, and in Carthage as well; they 
must be returned to the place where they had been in the time 
of Solomon, King of Israel. 

Before that year ended, legates of the Emperor transported 
the 9cred treasure back to the shrines of Jerusalem. 


$ MASTHEADS OVER PANORMUS 

When Belisarius set sail for Sicily at the end of the summer 
of 53the men of The Silence threw a screen ol deception 
over his voyage. To all appearances the victor over the Vandals 
was on his way back to Africa. Only The Silence—and Justin- 
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ian—knew that he had been ordered to steal the island of 
Sicily from the Goths, * 

That island loomed larger on their map nowihat they had 
regained control of the sea. It offered a way station on the long 
voyage from Constantinople to the Gates of the ocean, and a 
steppingstonc from the point of Carthage to the toe of Italyf 

This time The Silence outfitted Bclisarius with care. His 
fleet was seaworthy, his officers were handpicked for loyalty 
and skill. His small army of 8,000 consisted of his own reliable 
comitatus, of regular cavalry, and of tough Isaurian mountain* 
bred infantry, with only small contingents of Huns and Moon. 
Best of all, everyono was in high spirits, going with the lucky 
Behsarius on such a pleasant voyage toward the*plantations, 
the buxom women, and the innumerable slaves of Africa—as 
they thought. 

Again Bclisarius had been given oveniding authority as 
Autocrator. And the councilors had weighed the risks with 
him. "L^nd where you landed before,'* they told him, "as if 
some accident made you put in to Sicily. There tlie Goths will 
suspect nothing. Occupy the island if you can do so without 
trouble. If you run into trouble, forget it, and go on to Africa." 
Once the Constantinopolitans held the island, the formidable 
Goths could do nothing but stare ruefully across the strait of 
Messina from the legendary Scylla to Charybdis. These land* 
bound Goths had no shipping to cross the strait, So said the 
councilors. a 

Bclisarius carried out his part perfectly. Landing again at 
Catana, he sent detachments of his soldiers sight-seeing, and 
in doing so they seized the weapons of the scattered Gothic 
outposts. He took over Syracuse from its surprised commander. 
Trouble arose only in Panormus {Palermo), the walled port of 
the island. There the garrison manned the wall to resist him. 
Avoiding the land side, the conqueror-in'disguise sailed some 
of his dromonds in to investigate the harbor. Discovering that 
his mastheads overtopped the lowJiarbor parapet, Belisarius 
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ordered archers into the small boats carried on the stems of 
the galleys, and hoisted these boats to the tops of the masts. 
These bowiwin drove the Gothic warriors from the defense 
wall, and very soon Panormus sarrendcred to him, 

With zest the diligent Procopius relates how Bclisarius 
paraded into Syracuse on the last day of his year as Consul. 
He rode in with a silver organ sounding, tossing gold coins to 
the inhabitants. It was a bloodless and resounding victory. Yet 
the superstitious man of Caesarea notes that he heard a proph¬ 
ecy rumored around. No one knew from what oracle it came: 
“When Africa is conquered, the world will be lost.” 

Prooi^pius and the army had reason to remember that proph¬ 
ecy during the following years. They did not suspect as yet 
that they were bound for Italy. 

Italy, heart of the ancestral Empire, was firmly held by the 
power of the Ostrogoths, a feudal nation in arms. As late as 
the year 467 these Gothic warriors had forced their way into 
the suburb of Constantinople. Perhaps the intrigues of 
womer;—Ariadne was in the Daphne palace then—impelled 
them to turn away, to inarch west and take instead the lands 
of Italy (4S9) from the barbaric Odovacer. Theodoric the 
Ama), their king, was more astute than Attila. He held 
the rank of magister militum of Constantinople, and he ruled 
the conquered Italy as a tolerant war lord. He claimed only the 
German title of king and he rendered lip service to the eastern 
emperors while he settled in Ravenna to build a palace of his 
own and found a dynasty. The mild Anastasias had conciliated 
Theodoric, having no force capable of interfering with 40,000 
German swordsmen. 

In Italy itself the surviving inhabitants led the shadowy 
existence of the half free. Tlie senate still met unhindered to 
debate laws, but Theodoric gave the judgments. Families of 
senatorial rank still kept up tlieir summer resorts in the cool 
hills of Praeneste or by the baths of Baiae. Young Flavius 
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Cassiodonis, who wrote witty letters’while serving Thcodoric 
as mouthpiece, maintained the 6ction that “it is a glorious 
thing to serve the city of Rome.” Cassiodorus cc*ild write out 
a Formula for the Prefect of the Watch of the City of Rome, 
explaining; "Your office under the eyes of patricians and con¬ 
suls will surely bring you fame. ... You have full power to* 
catch thieves, althou^ the law gives their punishment to an¬ 
other official because even these wretched plunderers are still 
citizens of Rome.” This secretary of a barbarian king still 
spoke of fame in the time-honored fashion, but he seldom 
used the word city—crWfaa—as of old. Instead he employed a 
new word, crvilitus—'^he city culture. Roman culture, at lc 4 st, 
survived and by it they might transform their barbaric masters. 
Cassiodorus dispatched a lute-player to the uncouth Franks 
with a whisper to Boethius the philosopher that the lutist 
might, like Orpheus, charm the brutes. 

Boethius did not share that hope, and the anger of Theodoric 
cast him into prison, where he wrote the immortal Comofu- 
fion of Philosophy. Whereupon the senate hastened to absolve 
itself by a decree denying all association with the stubborn 
Boethius. One man, Symmachus, great-grandson of the Quin¬ 
tus Aurelius Symmachus who had defended the ancient tem¬ 
ples. spoke against the decree, and Theodoric had him put to 
death with Boethius (525). These two were the great names 
that ended a noble tradition. The politic Cassiodorus accepted 
the office of magister officiorum vacated by Boethius. the 
next year, 526, Theodoric the Amal died. 

He had been an Arian, king of an Arian nation. It seems 
that Justinian had roused him to fury in the last years by end¬ 
ing the schism with the orthodox Church of Rome, and— 
under Justin—closing the Arian churches in Constantinople. 
The death of the strong Gothic leader opened the possibility, 
in Justinian’s mind, of freeing the clergy of St. Peter's from 
their Arian overlords. He summoned a fearless pope, Agapidus, 
to journey by sea to Constantinople and plan for his liberation. 
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There w^s no visible way of attacking th€ nulitary power of 
the Gothic nation. But if the Goths could not be defeated in 
war, they might be overcome by diplomacy. 


$ THE DISASTROUS VICTORY OF MUNDUS 

It took men of great skill to attempt to win back Italy with¬ 
out a battle. Justinian relied on a chosen few. Along the fron¬ 
tier of the Danube the devoted Germanus kept his barbarian 
nei^bors quiet while his few regiments were withdrawn to 
serve against Italy. Some of them went to Mundus, the old 
companion of Bdisarius. While Belisarius was occupying Sic¬ 
ily, Mundus moved west through the mountains quietly taking 
possession of the Dalmatian coast. Finding few Goths in his 
way, he entered Salona near Diocletian's palace, by then half 
ruined. 

Meanwhile an envoy made his way through the enemies to 
the Frankish chieftains, masters of Gaul beyond the Alps. 
Illiterate—riding about in ceremonial oxcarts—these Frankish 
kings were still converts to orthodox Christianity, and Justin¬ 
ian's message reminded them of that. "This is your war as 
well as ours, because you are joined to us by the orthodox faith, 
which rejects the Arian heresy. We are joined together, as well, 
by tbe enmity we share toward the Goths." Justinian claimed 
Italy as a province of the Roman Empire; more realistically, 
his envoy made a gift of gold to the Franks—if they would 
drive the Goths from the Province (Provence) and the barrier 
Alps. 

So at the end of the leaders of the Goths became aware 
of forces aligned against them along the Alps, on the Dalma¬ 
tian coast, and in Sicily. 

By no chance whatever, a most skilled agent of Justinian 
yns at work in Italy itself.'Peter the Patrician—as he came to 
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be called—had been a rhetor of Thessalonica. Peter was, be¬ 
sides, an amiable man of the world, vinbribable, and full of 
guile. He had iron nerve and he needed it becauftt his task was 
to work on the mind of the King of the GotbS’by threatening 
a war that his master the Emperor wished to avoid. 

That would have been madness in dealing with Theodoric* 
the Great- But Tlicodoric’s death had left only a daughter to 
succeed the Gothic conqueror. Amalasuntha had had her fa¬ 
ther's spirit, but the Germanic warriors submitted only un¬ 
easily to the rule of a woman. In her distress Amalasuntha had 
taken a husband of the Amal blood, yet a man more given to 
books than to warfare.ThisTheodahad, called the Philowpher, 
had made the mistake of having his courageous wife slain as if 
by accident while bathing in a lake. Now Theodahad reigned 
alone in the Ravenna palace, yet fearful of the vengeance of 
the Gothic nobles who had been attached to their queen. 
Would they dare slay the last man of the Amal line? Tribal 
tradition still kept them loyal to the family of Theodoric. 

Upon the uneasiness of llieodahad Peter played with faint 
mockery. His emperor, he reminded the Goth, had taken the 
unfortunate Amalasuntha under his protection. 

Theodahad the Philosopher offered to give up Sicily to im¬ 
perial rule; Peter the Patrician reminded him that Sicily al¬ 
ready was held by an imperial army. Whereupon, at a secret 
meeting Theodahad demanded to know what would happen 
if his terms failed to please Justinian. ^ 

“It will happen, Most Noble Lord, that then you will need 
to wage a war." 

“Eh? Is that just, Ambassador?” 

“Why isn’t it entirely just? Justi^iian means to be a worthy 
emperor of the Romans. Is it not right for him to seek to re¬ 
gain a land which belonged to the Empire of old? It is wrong 
for you, a philosopher, to think of waging a war.” 

Peter’s guile played upon the twofold fears of the monarch 
of Ravenna. Across the Adriatic waited the armed host of 
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Mundus, its destination unknown, Theodabad yielded to his 
dread of the invisible, and pledged himself secretly to sur¬ 
render his ruie to Justinian, with payment of tribute and the 
service of 3,060 Gothic warriors. 

At this point the machinations of The Silence seemed to 
*havewon a hold upon Italy. Cassiodorus, that perpetual secre¬ 
tary of the Amal royal family, wrote out a beseeching letter to 
the distant Emperor for Tlicodahad. "We give thanks to the 
Divine Being . . . that you do not seek to pick idle quarrels 
. . . you do not delight in unjust gains. . . . Glorious Mas¬ 
ters [justinian and Theodora] beloved in your own land, how 
much^Mll you he revered in Italy if you preserve your disposi¬ 
tion to peace.” 

This appeal was sent by the hand of ”the most eloquent and 
worthy Peter, your ambassador.” It delighted Justinian, who 
immediately accepted the terms. 

Then early next year the whole picture changed around Italy. 
The forthright Agapidus died. In Dalmatia an armed host of 
Goths appeared. Mundus had all the 6ghting instinct of his 
Herul ancestors, and he led forth his army to attack his racial 
enemies, Even then the conflict might have been slight. But 
in it Mundus* son was slain; the Herul Master of Soldiers 
drove headlong into the Goths, dying under their swords. Al¬ 
though the Roman regiments won the field, few of their lead¬ 
ers survived, and they withdrew from the coast. 

Laming of this disaster, The Silence called upon a reliable 
oificeT, Constantinian, Count of the Stables, to hasten by sea 
with fresh troops from the city to restore the situation in 
Dalmatia. 

But while Constantinian was at sea, devastating news 
reached the generalissimo Belisarius in Sicily. Africa was in re¬ 
volt, the Roman army of occupation disintegrated, Carthage 
besieged. The eunuch Solomon, who had been chief of staff 
and then military governor of the African conquest, brought 
the news to Syracuse. Solomon had escaped with his life from 
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an attempt to assassinate him—fleeing with Procopius in a fast 
sailing vessel to appeal to Belisarius for help. 

What could the commander do? •» 


$ FAILURE OF A STRATEGY 

Belisarius could not embark his small army for Africa with' 
out abandoning Sicily to the aroused Goths. 'Hicre was no time 
to send to Justinian for orders. Belisarius acted immediately. 
He started down to »ship with no more than a hundred of his 
biscuit-eaters; he gave out word that he \^as going on a coastal 
inspection trip, arid sailed instead in a fast dromond for Car- 
thage. He took his standard and trumpeters, and during the 
short passage south he learned the particulars of the upheaval 
in Africa. 

He should never have left that coast. Without a firm hand 
to direct it, the conquest had simply dissolved into the human 
elements that made it up. The garrison troops had become 
too conscious of the wealth and isolation of their coast, while 
their pay failed to arrive from Constantinople. Most of the 
soldiers had taken up with Vandal women, and most of these 
women had owned homes, if not farming land. Such property 
the Roman mercenaries looked upon as their own, whereas 
the officials in Constantinople claimed it as state land—qr as 
estates of almost forgotten Roman potentiores. Moreover, the 
orthodox priests had closed the churches to all Aria ns, depriv¬ 
ing the Vandal women of communion. 

Solomon himself understood only how to enforce orders, 
and the orders from distant Constantinople could not easily 
be enforced with the soldiers mutinous. They had chosen 
leaders of their own, setting up a Soldiers’ Republic, as they 
called it. Naturally, many of the Vandal warriors who had en¬ 
listed to escape slavery deserted to the Republic. Some others 
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who ha <3 departed as slaves on the rowi[>g benches of ships 
seized the vessels and rowed back to their homeland. These 
Vandals had {been deeply attached to their homes and families. 
Naturally also, the original inhabitants, the Berbers of the 
hinterland, took to arms and raided the disordered towns. Tlie 
'’situation was about as bad as it could be. 

Belisarius bnded in Carthage, where a remnant of loyal 
troops held out. The experienced Magister made certain that 
word of his comingsped through the countryside. Wearing his 
familiar scarlet cloak, he paraded the streets of Carthage with 
his escort of cataphracts. His trumpeters sounded the assembly, 
collecting men to his standard. Among them were many Van* 
dais, tecenfly his foemen. who seized the chance to better 
their desperate fortunes. As soon as he had the skeleton of a 
command, Belisarius led it out to attack the mutinous army 
of the Soldiers’ Republic besieging the city. 

It was his old trick of attacking with whatever he had 
around him before his antagonists could prepare to meet him. 
As usual, it worked. The rebel forces retreated toward Nu' 
midia, and Belisarius followed on their tracks. On the way his 
strength increased while the rebel army diminished. It had 
many leaders who desired many things, but none of them 
wanted to stand up against Belisarius. When they reached a 
river, the forces of the Republic did make a stand. But Belt- 
sari us led a charge into them, and the regulars who had served 
under him simply dropped their weapons to the ground. The 
others broke and ran. 

Afterward, Belisarius summoned the mutinous captains to< 
his tent. He held out a coin in his hand, an aureus witli Jus* 
tinian’s head on it and the letters d.o.m., which stood for 
Master. The soldiers had turned, he said, against the master 
who paid them and trusted them. The captains retorted that 
he had not paid them. 

Thus Belisarius relieved Carthage and formed an army of 
sorts again. He faced the task of bringing order to the coast 
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under the new gov^ment—a more difficult matter for a man 
who had spent his life in army camps. Nor could he win back 
authority for Solomon. On the other hand, Stotias, the prime 
mover of the rebellion, was at large on the coast where the 
tribal folk waited to rush to the aid of the victor. 

Before Belisarius could accomplish anything more, an order 
from Justinian reached him. When he broke the seal he must 
have stared long at the words on the folded papyrus sheet. The 
order was to cross into Italy with his small army, to recapture 
Rome. 

At once he obeyed, starting back to Sicily, leaving officers 
in charge of Africa. They could not suppress the jevolt in the 
interior. Justinian then called in a man of authority to aid 
them. He took the risk of bringing his cousin German us from 
the watch on the Danube. German us had the prestige of blood 
relationship to the Emperor, the rank of master of soldiers, 
and the knack of winning over barbarians. Arriving at be¬ 
deviled Carthage he made proclamation that he had not come 
to inflict punishments, but to hear grievance$-~and that alt 
soldiers would have their back pay, even for the time of their 
mutiny. So many of them had grievances, and Germanus was 
so indulgent'in hearing them, that he collected real armed 
strength and began to bring order into the chaos of liberated 
Africa. 

In his monastic workroom, Justinian had learned 0^ the 
failure of his strategy. The Goths in Italy had been encouraged 
by the Roman misfortunes in Dalmatia and Africa. Tlieir un¬ 
worthy king, Theodahad, promptly forgot his secret pledge of 
submission and locked the resourceful Peter into a cell at 
Ravenna where he could reveal nothing of Tlieodahad's treach¬ 
ery. On their part the Gothic nobles were calling their hench¬ 
men to arms for the war that Justinian had sought above all 
things to avoid. 

Apparently he had only the islarid of Sicily left out of the 

L 
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WT^kdge of the plans of his strategists. Justinian was not at all 
ready to admit that. There was much more on the map he 
had burned iirto his memory. The Gotlis had settled upon the 
fertile valley of the Po. There in the north tlicy might serve a 
useful purpose. Beyond them swarmed the uncontrollable 
Franks, the wild Alemanni, and tlie dangerous Lombards. TIic 
CothS'^ho had gained a rudimeritary culture in tlie preced¬ 
ing three generations from the dying dtics—could be made to 
serve as a barrier against the Pranks and Lombards. 

But it was necessary for his armies to win back Romc» at 
the center of the Italian peninsula. Perhaps the astute Narses, 
who waited ^t JustinJan*s elbow, pointed fl^at out, 

And in some way Peter, his ambassador, had got one im¬ 
portant message through to him, Strike while the Gothic 
leadership is week-, whether this numskufi Theodahad leads 
them or is slain by them, he chains their strength. (Peter by 
in his cell for three years; when he returned to Constantinople, 
{ustinian naiped him patrician and master of offices, and he 
served in that post all the years until Justinian’s death, j 
So, late in the summer of 556, Justinian called on Beltsarius 
to win a victory that seemed impossible to gain. 


$ ROAD TO ROME 

A 

Unknown to Belfsarius, his wife Antonina had made his 
task more difhcult. During his brief absence she hsd amused 
herself with a handsome youth, actually a godson of Belisarius. 
Aware of this, officers like the hot-tempered Constantine re¬ 
sented Antonina’s lording it over the camps. The officers did 
not share the blond Dalmatian's worship of his wife, but they 
could not tell him the reason for thdr hatred. A quarrd 
smoldered between the Magister and his generals that would 
dare up afterward. * ^ 
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Oblivious, Belisirius made the best of his small means— 
loading grain from the harvest on his fleet, detaching only 
minimum garrisons to hold Sicily, Navigating tl?e treacherous 
cunents of Messina strait—the legendary pcrif of Charybdis- 
Scylla—he landed safely on the toe of Italy, having first taken 
care to win over the coastal commander by offer of reward and 
patrician rank in Constantinople. Having no more than some 
6,000 in the ranks behind him, he marched to music as if 
supremely confident, with the impressive fleet accompanying 
him along the coast. Being without Mundus and the army of 
Dalmatia he had not strength enough to meet the massed host 
of the Goths in battle. ^ ^ 

At Naples (Neapolis—“New City”) misfortune delayed 
him. This was indeed a new city, huddled on its height be* 
hind a wall, lacking the splendor of buried Pompeii. Free 
traders, largely Syrians and Jews, inhabited it. and the inhabit* 
ants, like the Berbers of Africa, could not decide whether 
their safety lay with the garrison of Goths or with the im¬ 
perial expedition. Naples, in fact, was an embryo of the free 
cities like Florence and Venice which would rise to power in 
Italy thereafter. After taking count of the few regiments that 
followed the imposing Belisarius, the Neapolitans chose to 
defend their wall apinst him. 

Belisarius lacked the skill of a Cermanus or Narses in win¬ 
ning over people; needing the harbor for his fleet, he at¬ 
tempted reluctantly to cany Naples by attack. A month of 
siege failed to gain entrance for the Romans into the city, 
while every day added to the anxiety of Belisarius, His of¬ 
ficers worked without spirit, his cavalrymen shirked siege 
work, and all of them knew that any day 50,000 Gothic horse¬ 
men might sweep upon their encampment to drive them 
back into the sea. 

Then befell one of the lucky accidents that served Belisarius 
so well. An 1 saurian infantryman bethought him to investigate 
the aqueduct that the Romans had l^ioken through in the vain 
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hope of cutting off the city water supply. Crawling into the dry 
water channel, the Isaurian discovert that he had entered the 
city. Belisariu^ at once realized that he needed no Trojan horse 
to put a few score men within the wall by night to open the 
nearest gate. He made his plans accordingly while he pve the 
Inhabitants a last chance to sunender. So it happened that his 
mailed riders rode headlong into sleeping Naples, and out of 
his control. The Huns and HeruU in particular cut a bloody 
path to spoil, and their commander had trouble saving the 
Goths of the garrison who surrendered. It was an ominous 
beginning of the invasion of Italy. Belisarius left a garrison in 
Na'plee and hurried his column rrorth on the paving of the Via 
Latina. 

In the Erst of the winter rains they passed Cumae, home of 
the ancient Sibyl. They sighted the Mount of Casinum where 
Benedict of Nursia gathered monies and peasants about him. 
They passed deserted villas guarded by dark statues of for¬ 
gotten men. In the cluttered village streets small bands of 
people shouted in amazement at the apparition of a Roman 
army marching. For three generations no such army had been 
seen. And to the marching men, these bearded, muddied 
peasants resembled the animals they tended more than any 
citizens of Rome. Apparently wealth remained only in the sea¬ 
ports like Naples. 

Then the Via Latina wound out of the dark hills and en¬ 
tered the plain of the Campagna. Mist hid the buildings that 
crowded the roadway. Smoke rose from sheds clustered like 
birds' nests against stone ruins. There was a magical moment 
when a great brown wall appeared across the plain by the glint 
of a river. 

On the ninth of December in the ninth year of Justinian's 
reign, these East Roman soldiers marched into the city of the 
Caesars. On the steps of St John Lateran priests gathered to 
watch them. Men calling themselves prefects and senators 
waited in ceremonial toga« tc greet them. Cattle grazed in the 
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overgrown garden sparks. Down aerdss the river, beyond the 
fortiesslike tomb of Hadrian, rose tile stone steps of the rain- 
darkened basilica of St. Peter. ^ 

The soldiers from Constantinople did not know the names 
of the places. They said they entered by the Gate of the 
Donkey-drivers. They heard that all the Goths had left the 
city that day by the Salarian gate. Where was that? Over on 
the north side. The Goths had taken the road to the north— 
al) eMept their commander, a certain Lcudeiic, who had been 
moved by some impulse to stay at his post. 

Belisarius had L^deric brought to him—a large man, si¬ 
lent, with a gold chein heavy about bis throat. Why had*his 
war host departed without striking a blew? Leuderic did not 
explain. 

Belisarius took up his quarters in the palace of the Pincians, 
on the height above the northern gate, and he lost no time in 
riding the circuit of Rome. It was clear at once why the Goths 
had not stayed to defend it. The great Aurclian wall stood 
high enough, yet it had crumbled away in spots; the parapet 
had broken down, and the fourteen celebrated gates were make* 
shift wooden affairs. This wall measured twelve miles around, 
and as many thousands of men could barely hold it. More¬ 
over it fronted on level ground patched with vegetable gardens 
and farms. To Belisarius, who had been bred in impregnable 
Constantinople, the defenses of Rome seemed to be a play¬ 
thing of giants who had gone off and forgotten it. Immei^iately 
he started to remedy what he could, digging a ditch outside 
the wall and setting fresh stonework on the parapet. He sent 
his light horsemen under Constantine and Bessas—-a Goth 
by birth—to explore the country to the north. 

If Belisarius was disappointed in what he found in Rome, 
the citizens were disillusioned at beholding the army of the 
distant Emperor. Instead of bringing protection to Rome, the 
amiy seemed to be taking refuge in it. When the grain ships 
of Belisarius arrived up the Tiber,«he stored the grain under 
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guard and ordered the Romans to bring'dll foodstuffs from 
their farms into the walls, Qcarly he was making ready to 
stand a siege^and the oldest of the Romans bad no memory 
of a war being waged. 

To Justinian, Belisarius dispatched the keys of a gate, and 
4 ^uderic, the Goth who had surrendered Rome. He had car* 
Tied out his orders. 


$ “let the angels come, amazed. . , 

' ^ * 

On ChrisCmas Eve the silentiaries set the diadem with care 
on Justinian’s gray head. It was tlie end of the tenth year of 
his reign, the end of the year 6oa8 of the Greek record of the 
world. Tlie Hagia Sophia was ffnished. That evening he 
would dedicate it 

The soliUiy monk who attended his robing chose to repeat 
some words from the Mount. “Leave thy gift before the altar. 
Make peace with thine adversary." 

On way from his chamber to Theodora, Justinian bowed 
his head where the candles lighted the icon of St. Michael. 

Like Michael, the all-powerful servarit. he, the Emperor, 
had conquered. He had made peace with his adversaries in 
the East; he had set free the church of the apostle, St. Peter. 
By ^e wisdom of Germanus, the African coast, beloved of 
St. Augustine, had been brought to Christian peace. Surely 
mighty forces, invisible, had aided him, the unworthy Jus¬ 
tinian. 

At the head of the steps waited Theodora, resplendent. 
Behind his slender wife ranged a veritable court, the bare¬ 
headed bishop of The Apostles, her chamberlain, the silent 
Narses, and the women of splendor. In her salutation, how¬ 
ever, Theodora murmured the ritual “Ever August . . she 
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did not whisper her personal word Of praise: “Justinian, you 
have conquered." * 

Yet the feeling as they left the long colonnade, where the 
gtajidccs of the Empire fell in behind, was of victory won. 

The Brazen Gate stood sheathed in gold plate. Beyond it 
all trace of the great hre had vanished. Massed nobility and 
clergy filled the Augustcum under the glow of sunset. Jus¬ 
tinian wfslied it had been sunrise. 

Was net the beginning of this Christmas Eve the begin¬ 
ning of a new day for troubled Constantinople? Tribonian, 
the aging Quaestor, had delivered all the fifty books of the 
full Corpiis Juris, to^ct in motion the modern laws; tli^ City 
Prefect had brought order into the'rebuilt ^streets; the 
Partisans were gone; the workers labored with fresh eager¬ 
ness; seamen explored unknown waters in the vessels throng¬ 
ing out to the Middle Sea and to the ports of the Holy Land; 
the homeless were sheltered in their new abode; the sick in 
mind had work for their hands in the new hospital. 

More than the laws that drove his people toward achieve¬ 
ment had been the summons to every group to accomplish 
something for the others. Surely they were doing that. How 
many bad helped raise the piers of the great church? Sight 
of Anthemius and Isidore renrinded Justinian of that. Age 
stamped the faces of his architect and builder. They had 
accomplished a task of fifty years in five. Had they been driven 
beyond their strength to accomplish this? Would the miglity 
dome of Hagia Sophia stand after their death? The work 
was done. 

Justinian rode from the square on a charger borrowed 
from the Strategium stables, as if he had been the commander 
in a war. (Belisarius was fighting with all his skill to preserve 
the Rome of the Caesars.) From his saddle he could see, 
above the festive crowds, the statue of white stone he had 
ordered made to face the great church. It was a fancy of his, 
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to hdve Solomon the KiVig there, fittingly; on a throne, con* 
templadng the courtyard of the Hagia Sophia. For the new 
church woul^ be in every way what that early temple of 
Jerusalem had.been. Secretly Justinian thought it would be 
mote. 

• They passed the statue, and Justinian dismounted—helped 
by the silentiaries because he could no longer lower his weight 
easily from the saddle cloth—at the steps of the palace of the 
Patriarch, Menas. The tall, bearded Menas raised two fingers 
in blessing. At the entrance of the church Justinian lowered 
the crown from his head. Another voice cried out in praise. 
Paul tjie Silentiary, that maker of witty epigrams, let out his 
voice in a cadence of wonder at sight of the Hagia Sophia. 
‘‘Green of spring in the Carystian stones—crocus blooming in 
light of gold—blue cornflowers in white of snow.” 

What was Paul invoking, more than the simple colors of 
every day? The lilies of the fields? Paul’s arms rose from the 
hanging sleeves and his head lifted. “The wonder of the 
lamps—the flames of the lamps are dancing beneath the dome 
—suspended in the sky.” 

When Justinian lowered himself heavily into the throne 
seat across from Menas within the great church, the fiames of 
the lamps were dancing overhead. It was late in the evening, 
and the last sun glow had vanished. Hanging in their silver 
boats and bowls the colored lamps illumined the heads of 
thousands of human beings, pressed together beneath the 
dome. They flickered on the silver imagery of the iconos* 
tasis, on the sheer golden figures of the cloth covering the 
holy table. Cleverly concealed lights shone upward against 
the Virgin in her night-blue above the altar. Dimly above 
her the features of a head showed, Christ the Pantocrator— 
the consummation of the will of the invisible God. 

Justinian’s eyes traced out, from force of habit, the crossed 
wings of the cherubim in the highest angles. Yes, the wing 
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tips touched against the opposing wills. “And th^ stretched 
forth the wing$ of the cherubims, so that the wing of one 
touched the one waU, and the wing of the other cherub 
touched the other wall'* Such exact detail satished Justinian's 
mind; if this great church was to resemble that ancient 
temple of Solomon, the wings of the cherubim should be 
they had been before. And touched in the same way with 
gold. 

Another voice rose and fell in praise. It summoned the 
listeners to look up to the waiting mother where the star 
gleamed. Why was she waiting there? A deep-throated chorus 
answered. She waited there for the three Kings riding; «hc 
waited there for the shepherds to behold. ^ 

The choir from The Apostles was joined to the clianters 
of Hagia Sophia on this Christmas Eve, the first in the 
great church. The one voice told the story and the choirs 
gave the responses of the shepherds and the angels. 

Justinian could barely see, below the dance of the lights, 
the tense body of Romanos, who had brought this new song, 
this kontakion^ to the choirs. 

Romanos, that odd, intolerant dreamer, had been drawn to 
the city from the synagogues of the East. He had the secret 
of the oldest Christian liturgy- There was no sound of instru¬ 
ments, but the magic of echoing sound wherein voices 
mingled and separated. 

The one voice cried out to listen. The three Kings were 
riding from the East. They were seeing the star, BeTieath 
the gleam of the star lay a path, and they followed it. Listen 
to them exclaiming) 

Romanos held up one hand, his fingers opening and 
closing. Like all the thousands, he heard that joyful music 
of voices, yet for the silent Romanos it was not here in the 
great clmrch, not in the echoing gallery where Theodora the 
Empress waited intent. Romanos saw nothing of that be* 
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cause his mind was intcrrt on the place fac away in that othei 
time. 

'‘Let the kings ride up in wonder, let the angels come, 
amazed. Let 'them behold the mother with her child.” 


$ THE TESTAMENT OF JUSTINIAN, 
FATHER OF HIS COUNTRY 

After dedicating the Hagia Sophia, the son of Sabbatius 
felt tired. He counted his years, fifty-^vc; he counted the 
years of his'.attempt-to rule in one way or another, eighteen 
of them. When he opened the alabaster pane of his window 
on a hot night the breeze from the north swayed the flames 
of his reading lamps, and that made his eyes ache. More 
frequently now he took a sip from the bowl of barley water 
and got up to look out this window of his cell. By craning 
his head a little he could see, above the arches of the Augus- 
teum, the mass of the Hagia Sophia. It rose above the city 
like a watch to wen without buttresses or flanking wings to 
sustain it. It stood there like a natural thing, like a tree, 
rising sheer from the earth, 

Atop the dome shone a crescent moon of gold. This was 
the symbol of ancient Byzantium, now vanished into the earth 
beneath Justinian’s palace. 

NC matter what the hour of the night might be, some* 
where another watcher of The Sleepless would be awake, 
chanting a psalm. Justinian could follow such a voice with 
undentandingi on the other hand the strange harmony of 
Komanos baffled him. 

Whenever he turned back from the window, the son of 
Sabbatius glanced at the youthful silentiary waiting at the 
door to take a message. The boy might not have been alive 
when Justinian had watched bis uncle, Justin, accept the 
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purple robe contrived for him. Sometimes he felt'like break¬ 
ing the silence between them, to the youth whether he 
missed the races or wished to go to the war Italy. But 
now his weariness Uy between them; because he was tired, 
Justinian seldom broke the thread of his own thought to enter 
that of another, Yet he relied more than ever on the quick' 
wit and heedless energy of the young. He had a way of turning 
more to Theodora for decision, 

Why had his wife failed to share in bis awareness of 
victory over so many obstacles^ Surely no one had gained so 
much as she. Justinian understood quite well that the Des* 
poina had withheld* from him some part of her plan^; she 
merely explained that her quarters had become Overcrowded, 
and that she disliked the damor and bustle of the thronged 
Daphne. She pointed out that with all his building, Justinian 
had added nothing to the old palace itself except the impos¬ 
ing entrance, which was really intended to impress visitors. 
Spies served her in secrecy, and Theodora had the knack of 
winnowing the truth out of their tales. She could tell where 
a jeweler of Silversmith Street had found his amethysts; she 
could hear a message in the song of passing fishermen. . . . 

Justinian put little trust in spies; his agentes in rabus had 
tried to impress him by warnings of fancied danger; he had 
got rid of ^em. He had come to disregard whispers of con¬ 
spiracy against him. The reign of Tiberius Caesar had paid 
a bloody toll to informers, For the five years since the Nika, 
Justinian had refused to inflict a death penalty. 

He disregarded as well the warnings of blunt John, his 
Praetorian, that he was draining all money from the treas¬ 
ury for his expeditions and rebuilding. Truly the receipts 
from all taxes^—including the new emergency levy—seemed 
to flow outward at once. But was there danger in taking the 
hoarded money of individuals to create something that would 
serve the whole people? OfHcials had a way of thinking only 
about difiiculties. They could be ejoquent in arguing that a 
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water system or even a 'church could never be built. As long 
as a man felt comfortabie, he would not strain himself to be 
otherwise. Eaced by hardship, he would exert himsclf. 

Yct there' seemed to be no way to keep men of ability 
from gathering private fortunes for themselves—if they so 
desired. Justinian had been warned that his ablest secretary, 
Priscus, passed out trade seaets to a ring of sea merchants 
over in Chrysopolis. The merchants gave him, under another 
name, a share in their profits. Within the gate of hfs new es> 
tate above the Valens Aqueduct, John the Cappadocian col¬ 
lected royal tapestries and gold tableware, and the bevy of 
imported serving-girls had less to do with [ohn*$ table than 
with his pllasure after wine-drinking at night. Justinian de¬ 
pended on Priscus to keep a daily summary of accounts, and 
on John to have any accounts at all 

Tlieodora had assured him of that, and where women were 
concerned, she got at the truth. Sometimes when he drowsed 
under the touch of the night breese, Justinian fancied that 
he labored like Sisyphus, son of Aeolus, in pushing a huge 
stone block up a height, only to have it slip from his grasp 
and roll down the hill again. Narses hovered over him like 
a hornet, urgent with the need to 6nd somewhere a force to 
relieve Belisarius in Rome, to extract Peter the Patrician 
from his chains in Ravenna, to pay the soldiery of Germanus, 
to send a trusted Magister to hold back the Slavs on the 

his own mind, Justinian wrote out a remarkable 
prooemtum to theInrtitutes->-the explanation of the new law. 

This should have been done, of course, by Tribonian. But 
the Emperor took care to write with his own hand any 
message for the people at large. And this was addressed to 
'‘the youth desirous of studying the law.’' It gave them the gist 
of the thing, so they might master in one short book what 
had taken students before them four years to read up. In 
it Justinian appeals to young minds to make speed. And he 
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portrays himself no^ as a supreme magistrate of ancient times, 
or a "Divine Caesar" of the earlier Empire, but as a benevo¬ 
lent helper inspired by Cod to carry out a difB^jlt task. His 
vanity creeps in: 

In the name of Our Lord, Jesus Christ. 

The Emperor Caesar Flavius fustinian, conqueror of 
the Vandals, the African;, the Coths, Alemanni and 
Frank;, and the Carmans as waif as the Antes and Alans^ 
pious and prosperous, renowned. victorioi«; and trium* 
phant, Ever August, 

To the youth desirous of studying the law. ... 

• * 

To the ritual titles Justinian adds farfetched ))onora and 
some plain lies. Who are the Africans and Germans? He has 
not so much as encountered the Franks as yet. He reaches 
out for what might be. .. . 

The imperial majesty should arm itself with laws as 
well as armies . . . that the ruler of ilome may prove to 
be mindful of fust ice as weU as triumphant over con* 
^uered foes. The barbarian nation; know our valor, being 
brought ^ter sc long again beneath the will of Rome. All 
these people; are ruled by laws ^yhioh we have now 
formed by the deepetf application. . . . Like seamen 
crofsing the mid-ocean, we have completed this work of 
which we once despaired . . . with that distinguished 
man Tribonian, magister and ex-quaestor, and the illustr^ 
ous Theophilos and Dorotheus. By our authority and ad- 
vice they composed this hook of Institutes by which you 
may learn your first lessons in law no longer from ancient 
fables, but by the brilliant light of imperial learning. You 
can now begin the study of them without delay. These 
have been collected from the immense volumes of ancient 
jurisprudence . . . and after examining them, we have 
given them the fullest force of qur constitutions. 
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Receive, then, the^e laws with your best powers and 
eagerness for study . . . that you may gain ability to gow 
ern such portion of the state as may be entrusted to you. 

Given at Constantinople m the third consulate of the 
Emperor Justinian, Ever August, Father of His Country. 

Here Justinian did not sign as a Caesar or dominus; instead 
he invokes paternal authority over the country. And the In¬ 
stitutes seek to make sharply clear the meaning of the law 
to all the people. 'Tor it is useless to know the law without 
knowing the persons for whose sake it was made/' 

What is justice? "Justice is the set and constant purpose 
that gives tt) every man ht$ due/' 

What is freedom? "A man’s natural power of doing what 
he pleases, so far as he is not prevented by force or law. 
Slavery is an institution of the law of nations, agairut nature, 
subjecting one man to the dominion of another.” 

What are the rights of children? ”Out children are in our 
power. The power we have over our children is peculiar to 
Koman citizerrs, and is found in no other nation.” 

Have people natural rights? Yes, to the use of flosving 
rivers, to harbors and access to the coast of the sea—to the 
gleaning of food, fuel, and the means of living from the land 
itself. Then the law enters in, to define the rights of the state, 
for its preservation, against the individual. 

In such a manner the meaning of the new institufes is 
made clear to any person reading them and thinking about 
himself. 
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BELI^RIUS AND THE ROMANS 

iN ODD RELATIONSHIP had gTOwii up bctwcen Bdisarius 
and the citizens of Rome. They were very few, but they still 
possessed slaves to do manual worh; they enjoyed their leisure 
hours in the great baths—in the chamt^s ^at could still be 
heated’^nd they complained when he rationed their food, 
and cut short their afternoon sleep. 

On bis part he came to understand that getting food had 
become alhimportant to them; under their Gothic masters, 
small comforts had become their great desires. They had 
ceased to imagine any change in their rudimentary life. The 
widow of Boethius carried her small cliarities to the tene^ 
ments, but fesv others read the books of Boethius. The only 
library was being gathered together by the clergy of St Peter’s 
across the Tiber. Technical skills had fallen away surprisingly; 
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no mills made use of the water power of the sluggish Tibe^ 
the harbor at Ostia at the river's end had silted up. Belisarius* 
horses foundcgood grazing along the grass-grown battlements. 

Tlie anxious conqueror of Africa appointed a new praetorian 
prefect for the city; engineers of Constantinople recruited 
craftsmen to build catapults and mechanical "wolves” (mis¬ 
sile inachit)es) to defend the walls; com mills were set going 
again along the river, and a citizen militia was trained—and 
paid—to watch sectior^s of the walls as in Constantinople. 
Because the drainage system of the outer plain had not been 
repaired, swamps had spread close to the walls, bringing with 
them* miasmatic mists, And BcUsarius'' force—dwindled to 
^,000 by now—could not maintain a twenty-four hour watch 
on the great circuit of the walls. 

The citizens thought it rare good fortune that they had 
the whole of the first winter to prepare for their ordeal, But 
Belisatius knew that the sclreming of Justinian had kept the 
armed host of the Goths occupied far in the north. 

Drawn by the gold and the summons from Constantinople, 
the expanding Merovingian Franks had invaded the Gothic 
settlements beyond the Alps. Justinian had hoped for a colli¬ 
sion there between these warlike nations. After some wary 
prowling in dog-niects-wolf fashion, however, the barbarian 
chieftains decided to settle the matter among themselves. 
The Ostrogoths, having more at stake, gave up their area of 
transalpine Caul, with a payment to clitrch the bargain. Peace 
was agreed among them by oath—a binding pledge to forth¬ 
right German minds skeptical of written treaties. So, enriched 
by their Alpine journey, the red Merovingians settled back to 
await events in Italy. 

Meanwhile the aroused Goths had disj^osed of their weak 
king Theodahad by killing him as he fled. They hailed as 
king one Vitigis, an experienced warrior. When Cassiodorus 
wrote out the letter of announcement “to all the Gothic race,” 
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he made the most' of the hardihood of this successor to 
Thcodoric. “Our blood-kin raised us on their shields in an¬ 
cestral fashion, circled by lifted swords. In no ^orner of an 
audience hall but on the spreading field of battlb have I been 
named king ... by no more secret dealings shall the might 
of Gothic arms be broken down. I have witnessed your cour¬ 
age, and I need no other evidence of your worth.” 

Tlien, too, the experienced Cassiodonjs pointed out that if 
Vitigis was not of the great Amal family, he would show him¬ 
self to be worthy of Theodoric's lineage by his deeds. To link 
himself to the Amals, Vitigis took a bride by force—Matasun- 
tha, the young daughter of Amalasuntha. This earned him the 
girl's hatred, and she waited like another Kricmluld for venge¬ 
ance. Vitigis left her in Ravenna when he led the main host of 
the Goths south to Rome. 

It was the end of the snows, the coming of the first grass and 
the war that Justinian had meant to avoid. 

The onrush of the Goths nearly destroyed Belisarius at 
their first meeting. He had called in the Roman observation 
forces from Tuscany, and he was riding out with a regiment to 
inspect the guard towers he had built at a river barrier where 
the Anio flows into the Tiber. He found his outposts vanished, 
the towers taken by the Goths, who were crossing the fords of 
the flooded Anio in masses. 

In the next hour Belisarius was fighting for his life, covered 
by the shields of his biscuit-eaters. This hand-to-hand combat 
delighted Procopius, who wrote afterward how deserters told 
the triumphant Goths to cut down the rider of the gray horse 
with the white nose—on which Belisarius rode—and how his 
hero beat them off with sword and shield. But it was no place 
for the commander of a forlorn hope. Late in the day his 
cataphracts broke out through the enemy ring. Tliey raced 
their tired horses back to the Salarian Gate of the city, to 
find it closed against them. * • 
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la the fading liglit and drifting dust the excited militia and 
sentinels on the wall either failed to recognize their blood* 
stained general or feared to open the gate. 

Cauglit bct\vcen the onrusliing Goths and the great wall, 
where a healthy panic arose, Belisarius played a desperate tricb. 
'lie led his surviving cataphracts out in a charge, down the 
slope of the Salarian Way. Talcing this to be a sally from the 
gate, the Gothic honemen swerved away. Belisarius was able 
to enter his city again. But he had his v&ork cut out to quiet 
the panic. 

As darkness fell, the people of Rome watched the dreaded 
Cothe thronging in from the north. Resistance in that hour 
seemed to « hopeless. Torches flickered from the Field of 
Nero—beyond the height of St. Peter's—to the Praencste 
Gate. An officer ran to Belisarius shouting that the Goths 
had broken in and that he must escape while he could to the 
coast. 

Instead of escaping, Belisarius mounted his horse again to 
investigate the rumor and found no sign of the enemy within 
the lal^rinth of streets. He ordered all officers to keep their 
posts on the walls thenceforth, no matter wliat was heard or 
seen. He called on his musicians to parade around the battle¬ 
ments to hearten the citizen militia and keep it awake. To the 
anxious prefects, he made a promise: “I will drive your enemy 
away." Procopius relates that wlien Belisarius came into his 
quarters late that night, he sat down without touching food, 
Mng too weary to eat He was persuaded to chew some bread 
and drink water. He had the peculiarity of never getting drunk. 

To the Goths he showed the same impervious confidence. 
Their spokesmen shouted reproaches at the populace for sub* 
mitting to "this band of Greeks—a people who have never 
entered Italy before except as hired actors or thieving sailors." 
More formally, they offered to Belisarius the pledge of Vitigis 
that he would be allowed to ride out, armed, with his com* 
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mand and embark bnharmed on his Meet. '‘Be sure of this,” 
he replied- “The time will come when you will look for a 
place to hide your heads and will find not a bu^ to hide in. 
Rome belongs to us of old. And Belisarius will hot surrender 
it while he lives." 


$ TH£ VANISHING RIDERS 

Tlie populace believed that Belisarius was siniply foolish to 
be so confident. WIj<* the Goths attacked all aloi« the ^ 
he laughed at sight of their clumsy siege* towers ^gged for* 
ward by oxen. The mechanical power of his catapults cut 
down the oxen and mailed horsemen alike. At a stretch of 
broken ramparts called the Out*Carden. he allowed the enemy 
to break through until a counterattack of his cataphracts 
churned them into a disordered mass caught among the 
broken walls. 

The worst befell at the Aelian bridge, which crossed the 
Tiber to the brown marble mass of the tomb of Hadrian (now 
tl)e Castel Sant' Angelo). With scalingdadders the Gothic 
warriors swarmed at the sides of the great tomb, defended 
by Isaurian infantry. Covering themselves with their shields, 
they beat their way in over mangled bodies. Here the physical 
force of the Gothic swordsmen prevailed, Wlien the btidge 
seemed to be lost and a way to be opened into the city, an 
officer intervened- The headstrong Constantine, in command 
here, forced a passage across the bridge into the circuit of the 
tomb and stiffened its defense. Procopius relates how Cor^stan- 
tine and his men, running out of missiles, broke up the ancient 
statues upon the parapet of the tomb. They cast down tlie 
blocks of marble on the swarming scaling-ladders until the 
Goths drew off, pulling away their wounded. 
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TTie first assault of th» Gotlis was beaten off. 

Will power had withstood man powers a few professional 
soldiers liad^von, in this first test, against massed courageous 
sword-fightertf. By that much BelUarius had diminished the 
odds against him. The Goths, however, had the tenacity of 
' men bred to war. They settled down in their camps to starve 
the defenders of the walls; they blocked the Tiber to ships by 
occupying Portus at its mouth; they broke down the aqueducts 
to cut off the flow of clean water into the city. By so doing 
they put an end to the public baths. (As it happened, the 
mighty aqueducts were not repaired for a thousand years, and 
the people of Rome never returned to the relaxation of their 
daily bathing.) 

Tl^c*civilians felt the ache of short rations; they watched 
the army surgeons operate on the wounded under tents in the 
forums; they carried water up from the Tiber's banks and 
complained bitterly to the in«orable Master of Soldiers, 
who did not seem to understand that by simple surrender 
to Vitigis, they might have fresh fruit and water again and 
enjoy all the other benefits of peace. They could return to the 
baths of Caracalla and Diocletian. 

In response the adamant Belisarius ordered all noncombab 
ants out of the city. Civilian families were to march out with 
personal belongings at;d slaves, to seek shelter in the hill 
towns or Naples. Tliey could no longer be fed within the walls, 

Oddly enough, the Goths did not interfere with the exodus 
of the helpless folk. The barbarians had their code, not of 
ethics, but of personal honor, They did not invade the rich 
and undefended cloisters of St. Peter's close to their encamp¬ 
ment in the Field of Nero. And the implacable Belisarius 
revealed his aruciety for the people of Rome in a letter to 
Justinian which no one except the writer, Procopius, saw. In 
fact, the letter of that spring is a blend of the hard realism of 
the Mflgister and the fine phrasing of his secretary, who 
imitated Thucydides. ^ ' 
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I have carried^out my orders; yout have the keys of the 
city and Leuderic. When the barberians attacked with 
their whole army, they came within a Utile of (^ptunng 
both the city and liS. As to our prospects now, I ^uld wish 
they were better. It is not possible for several times 10,000 
men [BWuorfus had 5,000 reduced by casualties] to safe¬ 
guard these walls for long. This city covers too much 
pound.andiscutofffromsuppliesbysea. . . . Althougft 
the Romans are well disposed to us as yet, hunger will 
change that. Their friendship not bear evil fortune. 

... Do you, my Emperor, take tkougfit of this: if the 
barbarians gain fAl victory over us, we will be thrown ovt 
of Italy and will lose the army. We sh^l be looked upon 
as having tvirxed Romo, as d$ its citixens who have 
risked their safety in loyalty to you. 

J shall not leave the city while I live. But J will not 
hold back from you what it is my duty to eay. Send us 
supplies and armed msn enough to engage the erumy on 
equal terms. 

Already the civilian population was breal:ing up into fac¬ 
tions, turning against the "imperialists.’’ A strange rumor 
reached Belisariui. One night the doors of the temple of 
Janus had been forced open. In pagan times tt had been the 
custom to set wide the portals of the two*faced god when a war 
was waged. Now the locked doors had been prized apart by un* 
known hands; there in the comer of the great Forum stood 
the tall bronze figure of Janus, facing toward the sunrise and 
toward the sunset as of old. After that, Belisarius had the l;eys 
of all the city gates brought to him; he ordered locksmiths 
to change the keys and recast the locks. The Numidians of 
his night patrols—they took leashed dogs with them on their 
rounds—were ordered to watch inside as well as outside the 
mammoth walls. 

The Roman senate had become no more than a municipal 
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council, but the senatoip had not lost thoir habit of speaking 
for the popxdi Romani. Now they asked pertinent questions of 
Belisarius. If his eastern Emperor commanded such power, 
why had he •sent only the fragment of an army to defend 
Rome? The Roman citizens bad quarreled with no one. Why 
' must they bear hardships and suffering to remain in their 
homes? 

Belisarius asked them to vvait» to see what would befall. The 
6rst change came with the arrival of the horsemen in the 
night. They numbered only 1,600, and their transports had 
been delayed in Greek harbors by the winter storms. But as 
it h^pened they were a treaty-contingent from the far Cim¬ 
merian Bosporus (the Crimea strait), These nomad riders 
found no dif^culty in drifting between the drowsing camps of 
the Goths. Promptly Belisarius added them to the numerii of 
his cataphracts to carry out a new tactic of his devising. 

This was to Stic the Goths to attack, to their disadvantage. 
(And to keep them from assaulting walls he had no means of 
defending.) A cavalry column would ride out, to draw upon 
them a charge of the barbarian warriors—and to retreat 
swiftly under the missile machines that tore the ranks of the 
Goths apart. He drew an advantage from the siae of the walled 
circuit which compelled the Goths to scatter their encamp¬ 
ments around a wider perimeter, (iis experienced horsemen 
would make for one camp and break in before the Goths of 
oth^ palisaded camps could aid in resisting them. Under 
cover of darkness his Moors stole out to knife the barbarians 
and ride away with horses; the gray riders filtered out with 
empty wagons to forage in the towns of the Campagna, By 
the next day, when the Goths discovered them, they had 
rounded up herds of precious cattle and filled their wagons. 
They then would form up on a hilltop as if to give battle. 
When the Goths mustered to attack them, they would whirl 
away after their wagons and herds, back to Rome. Or they 
would wheel out of sight behind strong infantry advancing 
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from an open gate.*Nor could the injpetuous Goths come to 
liand grips, after their accustomed manner, with the riders 
who loosed deadly volleys of arrows from their^addles. The 
heavy farm horses of the Goths could not catch the swift 
steeds of the Numidians and Huns. 

In this way Bclisarius hoarded the lives of his men and* 
wearied the ei^cmy. The civilized thinker could keep or^emove 
ahead of the barbapan chieftain, who learned only by hard 
experience. 

Belisarius also made use of the river. Tht Goths held the 
banks of the Tiber with the tow path, closing it to the barges 
and square sail luggers of Rome. Belisarius fitted iloop^wlth 
the fore-and-aft rig of Constantinople, artd they bAt their way 
down the river in any wind. Woc^cn screens along the rails 
shielded these blockade runners from the arrows of the Gothic 
infantry. Then, too, the Goths could only cross the river by 
the slow process of ferrying themselves on barges—which 
Belisarius kept out of the city limits by massive chains 
stretched from shore to shore. The Roman cavalry crossed on 
the bridges concealed from enemy observation. Vitigis could 
not manage to guess where these dreaded gray horsemen would 
appear next, and finally, enraged, drew his encampments 
together on the hilly left bank, north of tlic city. T^is left 
the line of the river open to the south, where Belisarius 
watched with desperate anxiety for relief to come. 

The summer ended, and no relief came. . 


$ SOKC OF THE STKICKEtf STREETS 

Something remarkable was happening to the citizens who 
kept watch on their walls. Accustomed by now to the hard¬ 
ships, they felt the excitement of cpnflict. Tliey beheld vio- 
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tories gained over the dr^ded Goths, and they longed to cany 
thdr spears into battle. 

A new sojig was heard in the night watches. It echoed 
ancient poetry, especially Vergil’s. “Hdil to Rome, mother 
and pride of the world” Religious feeling found clumsy 
'words. "Hear us, Peter, bearer of the heys of Heaverx . . . 
Pdui, bearer of our sins . . . hallowed by martyfs Mood." 

In their new martial eagerness they made much of the 
Master of Soldiers, who seemed to hold the secret of victory. 
They begged him, who had vanquished the Goths at every 
turn, to lead them against tlie host of the Goths to final vie* 
tctyAAnd fielisarius found new cause for«anxiety in their eager- 
fkess. He tnl:d to explain that he had no secret; he had merely 
followed out a certain tactic. "The Gothic warriors on foot 
have bows, so we keep away from them. The Gothic horsemen 
use swords and lances and have no bows; my archers engage 
them beyond reach of their swords and lances.'^ 

In spite of his protest, the senators and prefects begged 
him to end the struggle by one glorious battle. Balkan and 
Isaurian ofRccrs of his infantry had grown weary of inaction, 
and demanded to be led with the cavalry against the richly 
furnished camps of the Goths. But the Magister feared to 
risk his army entire against the northern waniors; a long 
battle would bring into play their stoic courage, their hand 
weapons, and their numbers. 

Wicn hunger increased in the city and no reinforcements 
appeared, Belisarius was forced to agree to give battle. 

He did what he could under the circumstances. Dressing up 
the citizen volunteers and sailors with shields and standards, 
he sent them out with a regiment of Numidian horse on the 
almost deserted right bank of the Tiber. He ordered the com¬ 
mander of the cavalry under no circumstances to allow the 
militia to get near armed Goths. (But the Numidians charged 
an enemy camp, and the eager citizenry broke ranks to rush to 
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share in the looting; the Goths in tte Field 06 Nero gathered 
themselves together and slaughtered those the make*believe 
army who could not escape to the shelter of the yalls.) 

As soon as the march-out of the militia had drawn attention 
to them, Belisarius lavinched his horsemen out tlie gates on the 
other side. His Isaurian infantry then followed in phalariM 
array to provide a rallying point at need. 

The attack drove into the Gothic camps, and ended there 
against a shield-wall of warriors. Other masses of Goths closed 
in from the sides with the instinct of hardened fighters. They 
came on over their dead, locking an iron ring around the 
Romans, who could'no longer maneuver. The sweep of their 
long swords broke down the lighter weapons o^the Roman 
horsemen. Belisarius extracted the survivors and got them back 
to the safety of the walls. The Isaurians sacrificed themselves 
to hold back the surging mass of the Goths. 

Procopius, who watched the defeat from the wall, could 
find no resounding phrases to tel] of it. 'The battle,*’ he wrote 
bluntly, "Vhich began at the enemy camps, ended at our 
walls." 

There was little singing on the ramparts after that. There 
was the gnawing of hunger, the sickness that spread in the hot 
months from the swamps, fed by the waters running from 
the broken aqueducts. Belisarius reminded the despairing citi' 
zens that sickness had entered the enemy camps as well, and 
all the plain of Campagna hungered. (The farmer-warriors of 
the Goths had not been able to harvest their fields m the 
north, and no grain could come in over the seas.) 

In this ordeal the tenacity of the barbarians matched the 
will power of the civilized defenders. No news came from 
Constantinople. 

As the autumn ended, Belisarius sent messengers he could 
spare and trust, Procopius and his wife Antonina, under es¬ 
cort to Naples. He bade them collect any armed men they 
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found and any food they could buy, to send up to Rome by 
the river. Then at last in the November frosts, news arrived. 
A Beet appe^ed at Naples with grain and 3,000 Isaurian in* 
fantiy. “Bloody John/* the general who heeded no orders, was 
leading 1,800 horse overland from the Adriatic, collecting 
wagons as he came. 

It was little enough to aid Rome. But rumors of Imperial 
armies approaching reached the Gothic encampments, and 
Belisarius was quick to add warnings to the rumors. More than 
that, he sent his cavalry on a headlong raid down the Appian- 
Latina Way, clearing the Goths from the road up which 
Bloody John would come. The rumors teok effect on the un¬ 
easy mind o'i Vitigis.'The wearied Goths despaired of taking 
Rome with fresh Imperial armies coming upon their backs, 
and sent their spokesmen to discuss a truce with the impla¬ 
cable Roman commander. 

Belisarius awaited them as usual on a stage set for splendor. 
Seated before a crumbling arch of triumph in his cloak of the 
golden eagles and his plumed half helmet—with officers in 
court array behind him—he waited as if to hear their pleas. 
(The smallness of the reinforcements convinced him that 
Justinian had no greater strength to send, but Justinian had 
promised to raise another army, and Belisarius gambled on 
that promise.) 

In silence he heard the preliminary orations of the tall Ger¬ 
man ^arriors—an Italian interpreting for them—that the war 
was Imnging misfortunes to both alike. They wished to talk, 
not of personal repute (vital to German warriors), but of 
safety for all. 

Belisarius had no objection to such talk. 

The Goths explained that they had respected the Emperor 
and his laws. They had maintained Roman law in their land, 
and had never opposed him. Let Belisarius explain this to his 
emperor. Let him depart from the land, taking (as a conces¬ 
sion) whatever plunder he had gained. 
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Bclisarius: “Yoipare speaking of l^aly, the land of my mas¬ 
ter, and of property that is his/’ 

The Goths: "We will sunender Siefly, valuabj^ to you, who 
hold Africa.” 

Bclisarius (amused): "I thank you. And I on my part will 
give up the whole island of Britain [unseen by Roman eye? 
for generations], which is much larger than Sicily. You see, 
I cannot accept such a favor without returning it.” 

Uneasily the Goths offered more—Naples, Campania, a 
yearly tribute. 

Belisarius had no power to dispose, in this manner, of hU 
emperor’s territory. ^ • 

Then the Goths would send an embassy to Justinian, to 
negotiate a peace with him. And to do so (the real point of 
their mission] they wished to make a truce with Belisarius. 

Belisarius: "I agree to that. I have never refused to make a 
peaceful settlement.” 


$ THE RIDE OF BLOODY JOHN 

So a truce of three months was sworn to, in that December 
of 537. Vitigis sent his envoys to seek Justinian in Constanti¬ 
nople, but Belisarius snatched advantage from the truce with¬ 
out scruple. It cleared the way into Rome for the reii^orce- 
xnents—the Isaurian regiments and the grain ships sailing 
unmolested up the Tiber, Bloody John bringing his column 
of liOTSemen unhindered through the Goths up the Via La¬ 
tina—and the astute Master of Soldiers allowed his enemy no 
time to realize how small the relief forces actually were. As 
the Goths vacated their posts along the river, he occupied 
them, and the hill forts around Rome as well. He gave no 
answer to Vitigis’ protest that the Romans were breaking the 
sworn truce. • .* 
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With food and fresh regiments within (he walls, Belisarius 
went to work anew on the mind of Vitigis to drive the Goths 
away from Rome. 

Hungering for grain, wasted by the fever of the swamps, the 
Gothic warriors watched the Romans moving out into their 
forts as if to surround them, while they listened to rumors of 
other mighty armies coming in from the sea to destroy them. 
The best of their heroes had died under the walls. They 
shouted their anger at Vitigis, who tried to imitate Belisarius’ 
treachery by sending his swordsmen to steal into Rome by 
one of the broken aqueducts. The warriors got in, but found 
th^relves wandering through the labyrinth of waterways and 
drains. They lighted torches to End their way, and heard the 
mocking laughter of the Roman soldiery over their heads. 
Their anger grew against Vitigis. 

Belisarius put his hope in two messages. One from the girl 
Matasuntha in Ravenna offered to open that city to the ene^ 
mies of her hated husband. The other plea was from the arch* 
bishop of Milan (Mediolanum), who had found his way 
through the barbarians to urge the Romans to liberate his 
dty. Ravenna was the seat of the Gothic court, Milan the 
home of the revered St. Ambrose, and both seemed to be 
hopelessly beyond Belisarius' reach. 

Under the thin screen of the truce, Belisarius flung a tight 
column of horsemen north with Bloody John, a nephew of 
the mthless Vitalian. He bade John ride with fire and sword, 
taking harvests and women and towns as he went, but to keep 
an escape road open behind him. 

John’s riders sped north like a shaft from a catapult; he 
swung east through the mountains on the Flaminian Way; 
he took no heed of Belisarius' caution, and he stormed into 
Rimini (Ariminum) over the waters of the Adriatic. Another 
day’s ride would have taken him to Ravenna and glory to 
match the fame of the lowborn Belisarius. 

This blow broke the tenadty of Vitigis, In the night the 
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Gctbs burned thdr palisaded encampments and took the 
Flaminian Way, hurrying to save their farms and families 
and Ravenna itself—as they imagined—from th^ Romans. 

At the first daylight Belisarius swept all his forces in pur- 
suit. Where the Anio flows into the Tiber, he attacked sav¬ 
agely. The Goths were half across the rivers, and their retreat 
became a wild flight toward their homeland. They did not 
wait to discover that they were pursued by no more than a 
skeleton army. So Belisarius won his victory over the mind of 
Vitigis, and kept his promise to the populace of Rome. He 
was out in the open. For the first time since crossing the strait 
of Messina, he held the initiative, at the end of March ^$8? 

It was a slight affair, this collision of mailed horsemen at 
the fords of the swollen Anio. But it marked the ending of an 
age. That age in which an Aetius had led his legions against 
Attila's Hunnish invaders would never return. Count Belisar- 
ius led liegemen of his own, and his loyalty was pledged to 
Justinian as that of a Count Roland would be pledged to a 
Charlemagne. Vitigis bore no resemblance to Attila^ he was 
simply a German hero with a sword, as unthinking as the un¬ 
fortunate Siegfried of legend. Unknown to Belisarius in this 
darkness of the ages another Christian leader rallied a few 
mailed horsemen in remote Britain to withstand the pagan 
Saxons. This leader of peculiar ideals may have been Akurus 
of a noble Roman family, but legend describes him as King 
Arthur, of the knights of the Round Table. Behind th^ leg¬ 
ends lay the reality of feudal Europe. 

As Belisarius pressed north, gathering in the small walled 
towns of the Apennines, he learned that John had disobeyed 
orders and got himself into Rimini in the path of the hurrying 
host of the Goths. Belisarius sent an Isaurian regiment ahead 
along the coast to hold Rimini, if possible, and free John's 
cavalry column. But he himself hung on the heels of the re¬ 
treating Goths, who could be given no time to regain confi¬ 
dence. ♦ •* 
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Then chance served him well. Couriers came in from 
Ancona on the coast with vital news. A fleet had arrived at 
Ancona withethe real streng:th that Justinian had promised 
him during tHe ordeal of Rome. !n fact, another army was 
disembarking with ;,coo regular infantry and 2,000 mounted 
Heruls. 

At once Belisarius rode west to the coast to meet it. There 
to his surprise he found the commander of the relief army to 
be Narses. The febrile eunuch, Spatharius of the palace and 
confidant of Theodora, had achieved his ambition to go to ac¬ 
tual war. At their meeting Narses bowed low to the soldier, 
as to his superior. Yet he presented a letter of authority signed 
in purple in^ with Justinian's name. 

The letter had a curious phrase. It instructed Narses to 
obey Belisarius "in everything that served the welfare of the 
state." When reread carefully the words took on another 
meaning: that Narses was to obey Belisarius only $0 far as he 
served the welfare of the Empire. Belisarius thought over the 
words and ignored them. 

Narses, the watchdog of the palace, had a simple idea how 
the two of them could win victory—by joining together to give 
battle to the host of the Goths. Belisarius knew this would be 
fatal. His only hope was to deceive and harry the scattered 
Goths until their will to resist was broken. 'They must be 
forced to surrender," he tried to explain to Narses, “without 
conditions.” 

Narses could not understand. "Go to Rimini,” he urged 
the Master of the Soldiers, "set free John, the nephew of Vi- 
talian, and then by your illustrious wisdom vanquish the 
whole host of Vitigis.” 

Out of their divided counsel came misfortune. 

The first calamity was the appearance of western barbarians 
flooding through the passes of the Alps—tribal Burguudidns, 
sent by their masters the Franks to loot their fill in war-tom 
Italy. The Burgundians descended the rivers toward Milan. 
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In anxious Ravemia, the aging Cassiodorus wrote one of his 
last letters as Minister of the Gothic King. It was meant to 
hearten the Goths in Liguria, in the farmlands a^und Milan. 

“Divine Providence tests our courage by adversity. Famine 
afflicts your province, as all the others, The Burgundians are 
sneaking into your territory. Yet rejoice, O Liguriansl ... If 
the harvest of corn is lost to you, there will be a harvest of 
dead enemies. The King has seen your calamity. He has re¬ 
mitted one half of your taxes, and he svill save you from the 
swords of your enemies. Like Joseph in Egypt, he will rescue 
his starving people. Happy agel In which a king may be lik¬ 
ened to a prophet," > , » 

With these empty words Flavius Aurelius Cassi’odoms, sen¬ 
ator, signed off as counselor and writer to the Gothic kings. 
The futile Vitigis could not cany out his promises. Within 
two years Belisarius ended the duel between them by trick- 
ing the Goths out of Ravenna itself. Ajid Cassiodorus sought 
refuge in the monastery he had founded with his wealth, to 
write a personal history of his time. 


^ OMEN OP THE COMET 

It appeared in the midsummer sky, following the path of 
the sun through the sign of Capricorn. The comet kept its 
head toward the cast, and some watchers said it trailed a flam¬ 
ing beard behind it, while others said it looked like a sword¬ 
fish. 

Justinian asked the Patriarch, Menas, the meaning of the 
flaming star. Menas could only tel) him that God’s power had 
balanced the firmament of the sky over the earth; quite clearly 
a single star had departed from its place, It must he a sign for 
their eyes to behold, but whether of good or evil to come, they 
could not know. •• ,, 
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In giving its warning, the swordfish comet might point to¬ 
ward the cast or to Italy. Justinian wondered if it had been 
wise to send -Narses in command of the rebef army, to keep 
discreet watch on Belisahus. His favored general had not been 
able to repeat at Rome the swift triumph of Carthage. Then, 
'too, Belisarius had put to death a notably brave officer—Corr- 
stantine, who had held Hadrian's tomb against the Goths. 
To be sure, the unruly Constantine had taken a pair of valu¬ 
able jeweled daggers from a Roman noble escaped from Ra¬ 
venna. He had refused to give back the weapons at the order 
of the Autocrator. But Belisarius made a fetish of protecting 
civilians and their property. When the«enragcd Constantine 
had tried td'stab hint, Belisarius had brought the case before 
the other officers, and Constantine had been condemned to 
hanging. It angered powerful relatives of Constantine—at a 
time when Justinian was attempting to do away with the 
death penalty. 

His officers also reported that Belisarius was training the 
Italian peasantry to arms—sending some of his veterans into 
the northern villages to do so. The illustrious Balkan com¬ 
mander seemed to count on the people of the countryside 
to aid him to victory. Certainly he refused to fight the l»tt 1 e 
Narses demanded—to end at one stroke the increasing strain 
of the war. The two of them got John safely out of Rimini— 
by pretending to attack Vitigis from all sides and from the 
sea itself, until he fied again, to Ravenna. John, however, 
gave Belisarius no credit for this maneuver: have Narses 
to thank/' he said, "for my life.” 

Then came the tragedy of Milan, the city isolated by 
swarms of Burgundians and Goths. Belisarius had ordered two 
of his commanders to march to the relief of the Milanese 
people, starving within their walls; but his commanders would 
take orders only from Narses, who had not acted promptly. 
The exhausted garrison surrendered the dty; once inside the 
walls, the barbarians killed aI^d carried off the inhabitants, cub 
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ting the Praetorian’Prefect into pieces to throw to thdr packs 
of dogs. 

The men of The Silence pointed out that ev^n in ancient 
Rome two commanders had never agreed on what one army 
should do. One must have authority over the other. 

Then—when the comet flamed over Constantinople—the 
north of Italy was rent by a human earthquake. After the sack 
of Milan a horde of Franks rushed in on the heels of their 
Burgundian henchmen. Vitigis gathered his army into Ra* 
venna. 

That decided Justinian, who could only watch the calami* 
ties spread over a map on the wall. Narses understood the 
need of ending the war at once» but Belisarius was the only 
man capable of withstanding such odds. 

Justinian dictated an order to the confldential secretary 
Priscus: ‘‘We do not give our purse-keeper Narses the com* 
mand of the army. It is our wish that Belisarius shall lead the 
army entire, as seems best to him,*' 

Narses was recalled. 

Even his departure left a scar for the anxious Belisarius to 
heal. The valuable but savage Herul regiments declared them* 
selves to be Narses* men, and demanded to be sent back to 
Constantinople with him. Belisarius refused to provide them 
with ships and stopped their pay and rations. Whereupon the 
hardy Heruls deserted, to find thdr own way back by land, 
paying and feeding themselves by looting villages as they 
This march of the rebellious Heruls only added to the storm 
rising along the inland frontiers. As if to join the marauding 
Franks, the Alemanni emerged from their forests beyond the 
eastern Alps. Masses of Huns were seen approaching the 
Danube. 

When he returned to the Daphne, Narses agreed with the 
observers of The Silence as to the cause of the storm. (Jus¬ 
tinian soothed the pride of the sensitive eunuch by explaining 
that he was too valuable a mind<o He spared from the palace 
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headquarters.) Desperation had driven tl^e stupid Vitigis to 
do a clever tWng—to send envoys to the other barbaric na¬ 
tions, urging ihem to unite with the Goths to break the power 
of the Empife. However, the Alemann: merely moved down 
to plunder; the Long Beards (Lombards) refused to aid the 
defeated Vitigis, while the headstrong Franks rushed in to 
snatch a conquest for themselves. Throwing their axes before 
them, the German warriors drove the dispirited Goths out of 
mined Milan. (Heedless of the eloquent proclamation of 
Cassiodoms.) 

That summer the comet flamed over the human tides- The 
heSt^f the Po valley bred sickness among the Frairks, who 
soaked up V&ine to cure themselves. They reeled back before 
the stand of Belisarius* disciplined regiments and disappeared 
into their Alps. But along the Danube gathered the Huns 
from the hinterland. No army remained in the Balkan heights 
to oppose them, Hastily Justinian recalled Germanus—who 
liad once kept Thrace quiet—from the reconstmetion of 
Africa. By some magic of persuasion. Germanus might hold 
back the barbarians at his old frontier. 

Then traders came in from Palmyra, the outpost in the 
eastern deserts. With their loads of silk from China and in¬ 
cense of Arabia, they brought ominous tidings from Ctesiphon, 
city of the Great King of Persia. Vitigis had sent two envoys 
to this most powerful antagonist of the Empire. Two monks, 
pretending to go on pilgrimage, had slipped past the guard 
posts of Constantinople. At Ctesiphon’s arched palace the 
monks had delivered the message of Vitigis—that Justinian, 
the Caesar of Constantinople, was waging war against inno¬ 
cent peoples in the West and increasing his power each year. 
That Justinian could do this only because he had gained a 
sworn pence from tite Great King. He had taken his armies 
from the East to conquer the West. Would the Great King 
wait idle while the lowborn Justinian restored the power of 



The Median F»r« 


185 

ancient Rome, that nemesis of Persia? Or would *thc Great 
King arise in his strength and take for himself what he willed 
of the undefended East of the Roman Empire? 

The traders did not know what the Persians might decide 
to do. 

In Tlie Silence, Justinian*s military strategists pointed out' 
the danger to him, They had neither the men nor the means 
to wage war in the East and West at the same time. 

There was only one solution to their dilemma. Belisarius 
must end the conflict in Italy without further delay. Vitips 
and the Gothic nations must be preserved as subject-allies^ to 
be a barrier between Rome and the menace of hinterkfnd. 
Belisarius must bring back the field army to Constantinople: 
in readiness to move against his old antagonists, the Persians, 
A message came from Belisarius, fifteen hundred miles 
away in the cliarred streets of Milan, Peasants in Italy had not 
been able to raise their crops that summer; people were seen 
gathering grass to eat by the streams; their yellow faces and 
swollen bodies pressed around the wagons bringing grain and 
dried meat to the soldiers. Belisarius could not give out food 
from the scanty army stocks. Vitigis and the Goths penned 
in Ravenna also began to suffer from hunger, Their stored 
grain had been burned—perhaps by the servants of the young 
queen, Matasuntha, who hated her thane-bom husband. Their 
end was only a matter of time. Belisarius promised that. 


$ THE MEDEAN PIKE 

Justinian could sense the agony in Italy for which he was 
responsible. He envied his cousin Germanus, who rode witli 
patrician carelessness through human conflict as if riding ever¬ 
lastingly to a hunt. More than one horse had been killed un- 
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der Germ^nos. Admiring friends kept hien company. When 
Jusrinian made his decision as emperor he felt himself to be 
alone. The memory of his mistakes haunted him. 

Remembering just then tlie envoys of Vitigis who had been 
kept waiting in a hostel for a year, he summoned them. In the 
-full splendor of the Triclinium he spoke to them as the Most 
Sublime Autocrat, expressing fatherly sympathy for his son 
Vitigis and dismissing them to learn what terms the King of 
the Ostrogoths would offer now in submission. 

As they departed through the great colonnade, they stared 
amazed at the image of Naples on the wall. Skilled artists 
wetewerecting mosaic vistas of conquered cities, Carthage as 
well as Na^des, so tliat all passers-by might behold tlie glories 
recaptured in the West. Justinian had ordered it. He wanted 
to bring into the city the images of the outer world. This 
ceaseless rebuilding gave him a sense of accomplishment. As 
far olT as Bethlehem the work was going on. Over the cavern 
of the Nativity a mighty edifice was rising, and a mosaic pic¬ 
ture on its walls showed the Three Kings riding up to the 
Mother, as the song of Romanos related. 

"He spares no expense/’ merchants said, "of any of us. He 
makes these monuments out of the taxes we p3y.’' 

Already Anthemius had transformed the old, leaking 
Church of the Apostles into a sanctuary with five small 
domes. Theodora had aided its building. Justinian’s own in¬ 
clination had created a water-palace beneath the paving, be¬ 
tween the Augusteum and the restored portico of the Zeuxip- 
pus. In tliis odd palace a myriad carved columns rose from 
the water, Visitors sometimes fancied it was meant to allow 
the confined Emperor to take a boat ride without leaving his 
palace, but it actually stored up overflow water in case of a 
siege. 

At times Justinian disappeared bodily underground. He 
took with him the trusted Priscus—who lived ariother life as 
a wealthy trader in new^^d Marcellus. Still young, Mar- 
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cellus had shown himsolf to be a reincarnated cen^rioo, :>el» 
dom speaking, rigid in his concept of duty and honor. Justin¬ 
ian had appointed him a swordbearer in the palace. With 
Marcellus leading, anned as always, the three or them passed 
through the underground prison of the Excubitors—empty 
now—into the guarded cellars of the war scientists. « 

"Have you—made progress?"' Justinian always asked them 
in anxious hope. 

Here beneath air vents, engineers examined captured weap¬ 
ons, or tested new inventions. Cartographers kept up to date 
the secret military maps of the new frontier fortifications and 
the ceaseless movements of troops. University-trained chem¬ 
ists labored like grimy Vulcans (0 improve the one secret 
weapon of Constantinople, the Greek fire. 

"Thricc-August,” the chemists answered cheerfully, “we 
make progress, but no discovery as yet.” 

It was simple enough to use what they already had*^fiam« 
ing liquid. Naphtha, derived from asphalt substance and bitu¬ 
men, came to Constantinople from the Caucasus Mountains. 
This could be fired and pumped for quite a distance through 
bronze tubes. On the prow of a war dromond it served well 
enough to set fire to another vessel. But fiaming liquid could 
damage its users as well if the pump went wrong or the wind 
changed. 

The jolly chemists were working at a more deadly mixture. 
A blending of bitumen, sulphur, and lime—or perhaps the 
more active saltpeter—would flame up when cast into the en¬ 
emy. In one experiment they had set it off by the heat of 
the sun; in another test, water had acted on the lime to ex.* 
plode the mess. AU the chemists had shaved off their beards 
and some had scarred faces. 

Their code name for the secret weapon was “Medea's fire.’* 
The name hid the nature of the experiment, but perhaps the 
scientists remembered how the angered Medea had slain her 
own children. Once they had madf a demonstration of the 
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simple naphtha flame to impress Himyante chieftains from 
pagan Arabia. The awed tribesmen demanded to be told the 
secret of the flying fire. 

''This is rtie secret,” the astute scientists assured the 
Himyarites. “Hear, and remember. For an angel of Heaven 
throught down this liquid flame to the holy Constantine be¬ 
cause he was the flrst Christian emperor. Our grandfathers 
bear witness that the angel gave the Are to Constantine of 
glorious memory, and in so doing that angel laid a curse upon 
any mat) whatsoever who gave our fire to any man who was 
not a Christian of this city. So take care never to touch the 
liqt^, or the curse will be upon you and invisible flames will 
consume you.” • 

The Himyarites understood how harm would come from 
such a curse, and wlien they returned to Arabia they told their 
fellows that the Christians were safeguarded by Rre from 
Heaven. 

Justinian wanted to believe that the chemist might sue* 
ceed and the new Medean Are make Christian armies invin¬ 
cible in battle. But would it? He yielded to the temptation to 
ask his companions what they thought. Prisons answered 
promptly that the Most Illustrious would surely obtain the 
weapon, and it would be invincible. Marcellus said he did not 
know. 

The anxious Justinian remembered that Belisarius de¬ 
pended upon men, not miraculous weapons. His own biscuit- 
eaten were clad in light chain mail invented by the Persiaru, 
and made use of the short curved bow of the Asiatic nomads. 
Belisarius, however, always studied the situation maps of the 
Strategoi. Now Justinian glinced at the huge wall maps hope¬ 
fully, as if they held some inanimate strength to aid him. On 
them the immense and expanding frontiers were neatly traced 
in green. Behind the wavering green lines stood innumerable 
tiny blue squares. These were the castella upon which the 
strategists of Constantinople jested their hopes. 
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All the way frora Palmyra to the deserts behind Carthage 
these MStelh were being built apace^tone^lled endO' 
sures on heights with towers to defend them, They resem¬ 
bled eastern caravansaries combined with the olcJ-style Roman 
forts. In old days the Caesars had kept frontier troops— 
hmifffnd—encamped behind the frontiers, but Justinian's do« 
main no longer possessed the great strength in legions needed 
to do this. Constantinople armed peasantry as a kind of Urn- 
itanei along the frontiers- These farmer guards had failed to 
withstand invasions of barbarian horsemen. But they could re¬ 
treat with their families and herds from the villages into the 
f ortifi cd enclosures o( the castella. ^ 

The barbarians, bent on snatching up captives and spoil, 
could not well besiege stone walls, News of the raid would 
reach the nearest army headquarters, and a field army would 
move up swiftly to relieve the castella and drive off the in¬ 
vaders, If worse befell, and the line of the strong points wns 
lost, the strategists had provided a second line of strongly for¬ 
tified cities linked togetlier with watchtowers. Tliese could 
surely hold out until the main army of Constantinople itself 
could arrive by sea, and speed—it consisted mostly of cavalry 
—to the danger point, 

Such was the defense planned by tire Strategoi of Constan¬ 
tinople against the barbarian invasions. It cost little because 
the single professional army was small, about 25,000 men, and 
the armed peasantry lived off its farms. But Justinian knew, 
and Narses did not suffer him to forget, that the one veteran 
army numbered no more than i8,occ just then, and it was far 
off at Ravenna, where Belisarius waited to starve the Goths 
into submission, Moreover, because he had been obliged to 
ship greater supplies to Italy that summer, the Praetorian 
Prefect had failed to send the yearly annona of wine, meat, 
and grain to the frontier forces. In another year, with more 
money and Belisarius back in the city, the ddenses could be 
strengthened, Until then, Justiqian^used every trick of diplo- 
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macy to cafok and keep separated the chieftains of the hinter¬ 
land who wtTt thronging against the borders. 

One year of peace bis city must have, to gain safety. 

On a night when the comet flamed bright, the watchers on 
the beacon tower of the Daphne reported fire sighted upon a 
western beacon. Warning had been relayed from the Darda¬ 
nelles. 

The next days brought the details of disaster. Sarmatian 
Huns had crossed the middle Danube, sweeping over unpre¬ 
pared villages, storming into the poorly guarded coatalfa. The 
scanl field force of Macedonia disappea^d under their hard- 
riding masses. « 

One fortified city, Potidaea, had been stormed by the Huns. 
Heading toward the Greek coast of the Ionian sea, they 
stripped the countryside like human locusts, herding away 
hosts of captives. They sacked eighty villages and bore off 
with them as many thousands of humans, 

Cermanus arrived from Africa, but the strategists had no 
armed force to give him. There remained in the city only the 
Guards and Excubitors, with some Slavs learning Latin words 
of command in the Strategium drill'ground. The strategists 
pointed out that this was no more than a raid, and that the 
Huns would retire beyond the Danube after the harvest. It 
troubled Justinian most that they had overrun his homeland 
on the Vardar. He resolved to rebuild Bederiarra with great 
walls of granite and new churches. 

Of nights when his work was finished he read over a letter 
of St. Basil, that sickly body with the invincible spirit. 

“But what will befall us now? My brother, the tower of our 
strength has not fallen. The remedies of amendment have not 
been mocked. The city of refuge has rjot been closed.” 

$t Basil had been convince of a protection greater than 
castles or the Medean fire. 
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^ THE ARTS AND THE SORCERERS 

A boy Darned Agathias came to the city fiom*ADtioch. His 
father planned for him to study law> but Agathias had a thirst 
for poetry, and he followed after the aging Paul the Silervtiary' 
in silent hero worship, Long afterward, remembering those 
years of splendor in Constantinople, Agathias wrote; “Every> 
thing that was human had been set in motion.” 

Through the widened streets—the Prefect had done away 
with the narrow lanes of the tenements that kept out the sun> 
light^poured life from the Nile and the river Don; »f*the 
piers of the Golden Horn, Greek sea captains linded Span¬ 
ish cattle-breeders, with Moorish silversmiths who carried 
their treasure of a few tools wrapped up in their hands. 

With the tools arrived the skills of the immigrants. The 
Jewish glassmakers from Palestine—who made so many of the 
lamps of Hagia Sophia—knew the secret of fusing color, dark 
blue or even green, into the glass itself. Armenian stonecut¬ 
ters bad a knack of chiseling patterns into the surface of flat 
building-blocks. [Their ancestors had studied the rock carv¬ 
ings of the Sassanian artists, and in Constantinople they saw 
the graceful figures of ancient Creek friezes in the Pheidian 
manner.) These artisans would have been puzzled by our con¬ 
ception of the word art. The few painters among them en¬ 
riched the margins of sacred books with miniature scenes. All 
believed themselves to be skilled workers, members ^ the 
guilds that turned out utensils and buildings to please their 
patrons and pay themselves. 

The ordinary citizen, who lacked rank and wealth, craved 
some niceties in his abode—a lion’s head, perhaps, on his 
bronze door-knocker, or the flgures of the apostles hammered 
out around the rim of his silver water bowl for guests. Cus¬ 
tomers and artisans shared the desire to have penonal objects 
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picture th^r icligious faith. A housewife might envy the 
cloth of gold mantles of coart ladies; a Persian weaver of bro* 
cades could offer her a gannent in iridescent yellow, almost 
as impressive in the sunlight, with the symbol of Theotokos 
on the shoulder, instead of a badge of rank. 

« In this way the Constantinople manner developed. (There 
were hardly "schools” as yet, of the arts.) It appreciate, but 
departed from, the monotony of Oriental design; it turned 
away from the prettincss of the last Hellenistic picturing, of 
Pompeii, and it avoided the heavy monumental style of the 
ancestral Romans. (A modem critic stated that Justinian was 
Roff:an only in Im building of aqueducts.) 

The devdoping ast of Constantinople resembled the Ro' 
manesque that would brgely derive from it in western Eu' 
rope; it was an expression of religious faith. 

Fear of the Huns brought a new tide of refugees into the 
city. And the restlessness of the streets encouraged the dev¬ 
otees of the ancient mysteries. At the spring festival in the 
Hebdomon, unknown voices mingled a pagan chant with the 
Kyrie eleison. Where the statues of Constantine and his 
mother stood over the gilded Milliarium, a silver chain with 
a dangling cornucopia was hung between them. Soothsayers 
explained that this was the Fate of the city returning to its 
founder. 

Su^rstitious souls hastened to bring a lotus blossom of Isis 
and a fawn-skin of Bacchus to the feet of the Fortuna above 
the Golden Cate. Along the Mes^, oracles spoke their warn¬ 
ings from the spirit world, 

Justinian rarely showed anger, but now he raged against 
seekers of the occult who believed the messages they heard in 
a darkened room—whispered through a long speaking-tube by 
a magician. If they saw shadow shapes on a ceiling, he bade 
them look for the conjurer's fingers moving over a hidden 
lamp. ^ . 
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When his agenU caught soothsayers at work, Jdstinian or* 
deied them bound face to tail on a cameVs back and paraded 
up the Mes^. By edict he ordered: "If a shrine of a mystery 
is found within a home, that house will be con^scated to our 
treasury,” 

One year a change took place, little heeded at first. Officially* 
it was still the year 129$ since the traditional founding of the 
city of Rome. Now in the calendar of the churches it became 
Anno Domini 540. It reminded people that they lived, and 
would live, in a Christian world. 

Tire next year Justinian struck at the most cherished Ro* 
man tradition. He abolished the consuls. 

A murmur went through the city at* this. At‘a forbidden 
seance the listeners heard the voice of Canonaris, who had 
confronted Constantine at the dedication of the city. "Do not 
raise yourself above our ancestors ” Canonaris had warned the 
founding Emperor, "because you have made them nought." 

That aging chief secretary, John of Lydia, declared openly 
that evil times had come upon the Roman state because only 
Christians were allowed to keep the records and only ordained 
priests might lecture in the auditoriums. Justinian retired the 
old man, appointing him professor in the university to lecture 
in Latin. Whereupon the worthy John wrote his memoirs of 
forty years of service to a glory that had departed, so he 
thought, never to return. 

One evening a boy of Justinian's robing chamber slipped a 
sealed scroll into his hand. Evidently it had not been trusted 
to the hand of Priscus. With some amusement Justinian read 
in the message that John 0! Cappadocia, "your glorious prae> 
torian prefect of the East, ex-consul, and patrician,” offered 
sacrifice of a black she-lamb in a night of the moon to Hecate, 
goddess of the underworld. He kept his slirine hidden among 
Judas trees, and from it a screaming spirit flew up, trailing 
flames, and disappeared toward the moon. In this manner the 
pagan Cappadocian sought for ewil power to exalt him to the 
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Erppctor’s'throne. Was he not guilty sacrilegious ritual 
and his palace forfeit to the treasury that he abused for his 
own ends? , 

As he pondered the message of the scroll Justinian ceased 
to be amused. Tlie unlettered Cappadocian was forever seek- 
'ing for thaumaturgic spells to aid him. Probably a conjurer ar¬ 
ranged the apparition of Hecate by pouring oil on a captured 
hawk and setting fire to it. But he could not condemn John 
for sorcery. In tliis emergency he needed all the Cappadocian's 
ruthless skill in raising revenues. 

In the scroll he sensed Theodora’s mockery. These two, 
whTT'were like two hands in doing his w^rk, hated each other. 
John compllined fiercely that he gathered in the centenaria of 
silver only to watch the E>espoina shine with more precious 
jewels. Laughing, Theodora remarked how John’s purple 
chlamys had grown almost as long as the Emperor’s, and how 
his bodyguards had grown into a small army able to seize Con¬ 
stantinople if he gave the word. Like Caligula, he rewarded 
his favorite cooks with noble rank—-his feasts were splendid 
with gold, whereas Justinian used the plate captured from the 
Vandals and contented himself with an earthen dish of 
stewed herbs and bread. 

If John hid treachery behind his satyr-mask of flesh and 
mirth, Justinian must take that risk. 

Then Theodora left his side. 


$ THEODORA HIDES A PATRIARCH 

Theodora never chose to explain why she departed from the 
women’s chambers of the Daphne. Justinian had not seen fit 
to improve the rambling palace in which they lived—perhaps 
because he would not take the money from the Privy Purse. 
As if he had taken a mopk’s>vows, he went from work-ceU to 
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scriptorium. He expected to find her waiting with ftcr women 
on the terrace. 

Her sleeping chamber overlooked the beacon Jower and the 
small palace that was kept closed. This was screened by the 
gardens except for its pyramid tower of dark-red stone. Be¬ 
cause of that stone they called it the Porphyry Palace; it was* 
opened only for the lying-in of imperial women, and their 
children were desaibed as bom in the purple. In the fortieth 
year of her age. Theodora did not expect to have another child. 

The coming of the saintly Saba gave her no hope. This 
shriveled anchorite from the wilderness of the Jordan, coming 
on a great dromond to the Golden Horn, to ^ taken by^lie 
hand by Justinian and led into the palxe, where Theodora, 
kneeling, begged the holy man to pray that she would bear a 
child. And the aged Saba, looking down at the sheen of her 
diadem, answering only: ''God will preserve the glory of your 
Empire/’ (And John of Cappadocia whispering: *'God forbid 
that another such as she should issue from her womb/’) 

Without the child, Theodora laid her protection upon her 
sisters, marrying Comito. the older—an actress like herself— 
to Taitas, who had taken Belisarius’ post as master of soldiers 
in the East. The daughter of her younger sister Theodora wed 
to the son of Hermogenes. 

Even more quietly, Theodora watched the family of Ger- 
manus of noble Roman lineage. She made every effort to keep 
the popular Germanus on duty far from the city. Being with¬ 
out illusions, she distrusted the loyalty of any men who might 
find the way open to the throne of Constantinople. Justinian 
was alone, without son or brother, nor was she recogniaed as 
empress. While he trusted both Germanus and John, one of 
them would surely be given the diadem if he died. He would 
take no thought of that. 

Perhaps the actress in her sought to play a new part. Per¬ 
haps a deeper instinct led her to make her own sanctuary 
aaoss the Bosporus. • • 
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A promontory stretched out from the* wooded Bithynian 
shore. A lighthouse stood at its pointy almost out of sight of 
Hagia Sophia’s dome. It being far from a harbor, only fisher¬ 
men resorted there, Theodora begged for a house of her own 
there, where she could rest. 

' Justinian built her no ordinary house; he ordered the 
w^ed point terraced and walled for gardens and a mole 
flung out for an anchorage. On the height where Theodora 
could overlook the sea, his architects raised a secluded palace, 
witli alabaster windows that veiled the inner chambers. Some¬ 
how it acquired an old Greek name, Hieron, the Sanctuary. 

Theodora may have been responsible for that. Certainly she 
did not intend HierOn to be a place of rest; she transported 
thither all her large court, although many of her people 
grieved at leaving the city streets. Apparently the self-willed 
Despoina had removed herself from the eyes of the Augusteum. 
Like Nausicaa, she appeared at ceremonies, whipped by the 
breeze of the Bosporus in her scarlet barge. *'She has trained 
her people to be slaves,*’ said those who hated lier, "and now 
she would make herself feared as empress/' 

Justinian did not enlighten the curious. For the first time 
his slight pallid wife opposed him with all her intensity. She 
fought his decree for persecution of the Monophysite churches. 
She had championed the priests of the East—and restored 
their churches in Antioch; she had hidden rebellious preacli- 
ers l^e Jacob Old Clothes in her House of the Monks. (After 
John of Telia had been burned as a heretic.) Nor would she 
argue, reasonably, what they preached. "A woman has no un¬ 
derstanding,” she insisted, "of controversy in faith.” 

What mattered it how the Trisargion was sung in words? 
What mattered it if a man repeated the creed of the Nicaesn 
Council or the words of Paul, the Apostle of the East? 

Theodora had been friglitencd by the fanatical Saba—so 
Justinian thought. To Justinian’s orderly mind, the words of a 
creed mattered much. Had there not been conflict in the city 



Theodora Hidas a Patriarch 


197 


streets over the Trisargion before his reign? If the^ritual was 
not the same in every diocese, how could his people be joined 
in unity of faith, gathered as one congregation before the many 
altars? With the great Hagia Sophia their visible shrine? 

Do rjot interfere with the churches, Theodora begged him. 
Let the people keep their shrines as of old. 

When Justinian deposed the Patriarch Anthemius for agree* 
ing in secret with the eastern confession of faith, Theodora 
tried by every means to persuade him to restore Anthemius- 
When a synod pronounced anathema against the old man, 
Justinian ordered him into exile. It was not a harsh order, be* 
cause it sentenced Artthemius only not to enter a large cit^ 

After that Anthemius disappeared frofn the streets of Con¬ 
stantinople and Theodora fell silent. After a while the congre¬ 
gations ceased to wonder where the exiled Patriarch had taken 
refuge, but sHentiaries of the palace knew that Theodora had 
hidden the old man in her women’s chambers. 

Soon after that Theodora moved all her people to Hieron. 
And it was rumored that the vanished Anthemius served the 
altar at Hieron. If $0, the Emperor had been obeyed, because 
the Sanctuary was not a large city. 

In the letters of St. Basil, Justinian pondered the words 
spoken by the Apostle Paul: "Butall these things one and the 
same Spirit worketh, dividing to everyone according as he 
wilir 

Now Justinian did not believe that his wife had read ^eie 
words of the blessed Paul to the Corinthians. Yet her thought 
had been the same-»-that the divine Spirit touched all alike. 
Was not that the final significance of the Hagia Sophia? Still 
Justinian felt convinced that if there was to be one Church 
there must also be one creed within his jurisdiction, Other¬ 
wise the heretics, such as the Samaritans, Jews, and Mani- 
chaeans—all of whom he had oppressed and persecuted— 
might share in the communion of orthodox believcrs. 

He remembered the words of that strange monk who came 
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from Tctdlious Severus of Antioch: “Our‘Empress, ordained 
by God,*' the monk had cried, lifting his pilgrim staff to¬ 
ward Theodora, “to aid the oppressed,” 

Upon fnstinian alone rest^ the awful responsibility of a 
judge in ^ese unsubstantial matters of ritual. When the new 
orthodox Patriarch, Menas, blessed the congregations, the 
robed Emperor stood beside him—not to give the blessing, 
but to give his authority to the act. 

In the end, Justinian allowed the exiled Anthemius to te- 
main in hiding at Hieron. And Theodora did not cease to fight 
him with a woman’s wit and ruthlessness on behalf of her 
schismatic clergy of the East, This silent duel between them 
went on through the'coming years of calamity, to a surprising 
ending. 

Procopius of Caesarea, returning to the city, was aware of 
their conflict, “It is true that for a long time we supposed 
them to be diametrically opposed to each other in tlieir opin¬ 
ions and ways of living, . . , Yet they did nothing separately 
in the course of their life together.” 


^ SBNDINC FORTH OF THB SKATTERERS 

Like the glow of a sunset over the water of the Golden 
Hor^, the light of tlie last year of peace lay upon the dty. It 
had never been so fair. In that January of 540—the month of 
the ancient god Janus—the organs of festival were heard in 
the forums, even if no games drew the crowds to the hippo- 
drome. Through the night hours the lamps of the f^gia 
Sophia and the new library, built upon the ruins of the Octa- 
gon, summoned the people. 

In this outward aspect of tranquility, the few men of ability^ 
but of no particular rank—except that they were all Illustrious 
by title—worked around the clock to hold the menace of war 
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beyond the frontiers. By day the flicker of minors from the 
outer signal towers, like flashes of lightning in gathering 
clouds, brought tidings of danger alohg the horiaon. The Saf' 
matian Huns were moving south again; in the^vest, Belisaf' 
ius’ commands held back the Franks in Liguria and kept the 
Goths within the marshes of Ravenna; in the east the armies, 
of Persia were assembling under the Great King. 

The handful of Illustrious flung trusted ofBcers toward the 
dangers. Tzitas went to the troubled Aimenian mountains; 
the son of Ruhnus—that ablest of diplomats—sped along the 
post roads to hold back the Persians by fresh negotiations; 
Gemianus followed bi«i to rouse indolent Antioch to defend 
itself, (ustinian himself dispatched two envoys to*Ravenna to 
offer a peace that would leave Vitigis a Gcthbnd north of the 
Po. 

As the crisis deepened, it shifted toward lustinian’s person- 
ality. He no longer had the senate to decide on means, or the 
Council to devise ways for him. Because he had insisted on 
his personal authority in shaping civilian life, there was no one 
else to prepare for the wars, a task for which fustinian was ill 
equipp^. 

To save money, he had done away with the largess to the 
armed forces every hve years; he had drained the garrisons 
from the provincial cities even while he strengthened their 
walls and improved their water supply. He thinned down the 
post service, rqslacing some horse relays with the cheaper don¬ 
keys. cutting down public transport until villagers oftefl had 
to pack their goods on their own backs. Now there might be 
immediate need of swift horses and immense wagon trans¬ 
port. 

"Pay the taxes promptly/' he urged the outer towns, "to 
aid us to manage the increasing expenditures for our needs/’ 

John of Cappadocia pointed out that the one greatest lack 
and greatest ne^ was gold. In John’s restless fingers a bright 
new aureus revealed the likcne$s»of Justinian himself mounted 
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on a war !)or$e and wearing the helm and breastplate of im¬ 
perial Rome. The coin filled John with furious dissatisfaction. 
It showed Justinian as if leading to victories. But what had 

been obtained from the spending of all their aurei_why, 

monasteries in the desert, gardens for the monks atop Mount 
•Sinai, a cathedral for poverty-ridden Bethleliem—a palace, no 
less, for prostitutes, and a marble summer resort for Theodora. 

In this emergency John demanded that taxes be levied on 
all classes. “For more men live on the taxes than pay them,” 
he declared cynically. 

'Hien, apparently, the Aerii^on or emergency tax was levied. 

At one time in tlie older Rome, all gtizens had been free 
from taxation. In Constantinople some few still enjoyed this 
immunity, the honorary senators, physicians, and professors, 
with some officers of the Guards and skilled artisans. (It had 
helped draw to the city master workmen in mosaics, enamel, 
and ivory carving—who were adding precious details to the 
new buildings.) Now their immunity was taken from them 
without pity. 

But most of all, John, who had the hard duty of filling the 
public pune, inveighed against the ''tax-free aristocracy.” In 
Rome of the Tiber the tax system had grown pestilential for 
one reason; it was based on land worked by slaves, whose mas¬ 
ters paid the revenues on the assessed value of tlie lands and 
the workers. The owners paid, that is, what they saw fit, and 
were free to exact what they could from the branded workers 
of thbir soil. The smell of this system still prevailed in Con¬ 
stantinople's empire. Every five years Censitors assessed an 
owner’s property and held him responsible for the tax pay¬ 
ment upon it. In the case of a village, the leading curials paid 
to the treasury what was due from the village. What was taken 
from the field worker and what was eventually paid in to the 
government's treasury depended very much on the integrity 
of the magnates. 
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The hated income tax on pioGts had been abolished before 
Justinian’s time by Anastasias. 

There was a vital difference, however, between the Rome 
of the Caesars and the dominion of the Constantinople em* 
petors. The first had been based on the labor of subjects rig¬ 
idly controlled; the second depended on a peasantry very* 
loosely controlled. Especially in the eastern provinces, men 
worked the fields of their ancestors. In power over them rested 
no single patrician order, but their feudal lords. By Justinian’s 
time his dominion bore more resemblance to that of Charle' 
magne chan to Trajan’s. His poientiores owed him absolute 
fealty, but they had the characteristics and the intransigence 
of European barons of a later day. • • 

For some time, especially under the mild Anastasius, there 
had been a revival of town life away from the central city; bar¬ 
ren land svas coming under cultivation by the peasantry. Jus¬ 
tinian failed to understand many matters, but he realiaed the 
importance of well-being in the provinces. In the ageless con¬ 
flict between peasantry and landowners, he tried to protect the 
serfs. 

'’It is shameful,” an edict to the proconsul of Cappadoda 
states, “to relate how the managers of great estates defy the 
laws. They march over the land with an army of bodyguards 
and throngs following, on their way to rob the common folk 
of everything ... by bribes to officials, they make them¬ 
selves owners of public grazing lands and herds. So land 
owned hitherto by the treasury has become for the most part 
private.” 

To hear the complaints of the peasantry and to call the 
magnates Co account, Justinian organized his own corps of ex¬ 
aminers. These were the Discussores, and for good reason they 
became known as the Shatlerers, They reported directly to 
Justinian, and were not bound by orders of the Praetorian Pre¬ 
fect. 
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Immediately the Dwcstfsorw pointed oi>t the evil of rivalry 
in remote towns between civil and military governmental 
agencies. 

"In certain of our provinces,” Justinian's edict ran, "the 
civil and military governors quarrel steadily with each other. 
.They contend not liow they can benefit our subjects, but 
how they can more oppress them. So we have thought it right 
in these cases to combine the two charges in one office, and to 
give the old name of pmetor to the new governor.” 

More til an that, he called his new representative a praetor 
fustinumus. These "J^stinians”—^s provincials named them 
—uncovered timohonored habits of garrison commanders, of 
drawing pay^or soldiers no longer on the rosters, of police sod 
army officers defying civilian laws, of city magnates squeezing 
revenues to compensate thorn for the exactions of the military. 

Then Justinian dealt drastically with the asperiores pro- 
vincias, the farther "bitter provinces.” Brigandage had reigned 
in fertile Cappadocia and religious strife in Palestine. Each 
divided province was thrown together under a duVe (leader) 
or magistrate. Beyond the sea, Egypt, almost out of touch 
with Constantinople, was given a single moderator to bring 
the upper Nile under control of Alexandria—and to keep the 
grain Beets moving toward Constantinople. 

Yet in the farthest provincial towns the inhabitants looked 
to Constantinople for their amusement. Little enough broke 
the monotony of labor in the fields—the arrival of a state cour¬ 
ier, tlfii posting of a placard, processions of the priests on festi¬ 
vals, the coming in of a caravan. Otherwise, tliere might be 
games in the circus, antics of mimes in the square, or gossip 
of a miracle, and quarrels of tlie youth of the demes. On the 
frontiers a watch was kept for barbarians coming in to raid or 
trade. 

Along the menaced frontiers of the Danube and—now— 
the Euphrates, masters of soldiers held new authority, With 
startling vanity, the plann^ iij the Daphne gave the new pro- 
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vincial groupings tUe epithets of a Justiruana or a Theodoriada. 
Yet in so doing he attempted to solve the almost insoluble 
problem of extending the rule of his city of the seas over the 
tradition-bound hinterland, He evolved the prototype of the 
great theme system that would save Byzantium at the end of 
the century. ' 

His wrib were nailed to church doors^ to be read by con¬ 
gregations tliat had known only the orders of army officers. 

Even in this ominous beginning of the year 340 Justinian 
would not abandon either the rebuilding of his city or his new 
system of government for a return to the old military state. 
No citizens were di^fted into the army» which remained a 
highly trained skeleton force. (The mutinous regiments of 
Huns were won back to service by Narses, who gave them 
back pay for the time of their mutiny, Germanus went to An¬ 
tioch with no more than 300 men,) 

Nor is there any indication that the overstrained Emperor 
relaxed his efforts to safeguard individuality among his peo¬ 
ple, Their cases multiplied In the records on his table, for 
his judgment, An illiterate woman pleaded; her spoken testi¬ 
mony was written down by a chartuJanus, but the writing did 
not agree with wliat she meant to say. What must the judge 
decide? Mothers of children had rights as well as the fathers 
of families. . . . "Tliey are to be exempted from the law - , . 
which requires mothers about to become guardians of their 
own children to swear on oath that they will not enter on a 
second marriage; for we have found that this oath is brolTcn al¬ 
most as often as it is given,*' In this Theodora's hand appears. 
And perhaps she decided the question: can a wife refuse to 
legitimize a child bom out of marriage because she fean that 
it will shame her? 

Even while Justinian writes out a rule for monastic life— 
after the letters of St. Basil—he can consider the case of 
women in remote, barbaric, and yet Christian Armenia, where 
Tzitas labors. "With them, women jre excluded from succes- 
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$ioo. The^ can l>e sold like inanimate belqjigings by tbeir bus* 
bands. The rights of the Armenian women are to be enforced.” 

Is this merely stubborn detennination? Is Justinian by na¬ 
ture a bureaucrat incapable of relinquishing a detail upon 
which be has set his mind? Or is the man who created Hagia 
' Sophia resolved to bring to reality a better world? 
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I BEUSARIUS DISOBEYS AN OSIDER 

iiv.RE WAS A WAENINC in the Book of Revelation. When 
tlie first seals of the book were broken, four horses came forth 
with four ridcn. The first rider^f the white horse—wore a 
crown, and he went forth to conquer. The second rider, of the 
red hone, was given a great sword with power to slay. The 
third, upon the black horse, held a scale in his hand, on S'bich 
were weighed grain and oil and wine apinst coins. Only tlie 
last rider, of the pale horse, bore a name and it was Death. 

The readers of the scrolls of the Scriptures believed this had 
a meaning; after conquest followed war, and after war fol¬ 
lowed hunger—with black pestilence. Now the artists of the 
time who illuminated the sacred rolls with pictures to make 
clear the meaning drew small human figures, of a king and a 
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helmetcd toMier, of a starving man, and ^nally a bare skele> 
ton. They found no mystery in the words of St. John. For mis¬ 
fortunes befell them much in that same order. 

Early that'spring, warnings multiplied within the walls of 
Constantinople. Tzitas. the commander in the East, was 
.killed among the Armenians. Like a flooding river, the Sar- 
matian Huns poured through the thin barrier of guard troops 
in Thrace and reached the Dardanelles. They crossed the 
strait from Sestos to Abydos, at the place where the Great 
King Xerxes had built his bridge of boats—where Justinian's 
custom house stood now. From the terrace of Hieron, Theo¬ 
dora saw the glow of burning villages 9n the Asiatic shore. 
And far to the east the Great King Khusrau grazed his horses 
on the plain of the Euphrates as he advanced with his armed 
host, taking ransom from the Roman frontier towns on his 
way. The desert aossroad of Palmyra—-where Zenobia had 
defied the soldier-emperor Aurelian—was lost to his nomad 
clans. 

Justinian still hoped to avoid a great war in the Empire. 
More tangibly he gained hope from a message of his ambassa¬ 
dors in Ravenna. The dispirited Vitigis had agreed at once to 
hU terms—that the Gothic treasure should be halved between 
them and Italy itself be divided, with Vitigis ruling north of 
the Po as duke of that frontier province. 

But Belisarius had refused to sign or accept Justinian's 
peace terms. Whereupon the Gothic nobles became instantly 
suspicious and turned against their ineffective leader, Vitigis. 

The next report was fairly amazing. The war council of the 
Goths had offered to submit to Belisaritis, and to make him 
Roman Emperor of the ^est, And Belisarius had accepted 
the offer! 

The news came like a thunderbolt upon the strategisb 
of The Silence. They understood at once that their supreme 
commander needed only to step to the throne in Ravenna to 
become in reality master of the West. The hero-worshipping 
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Goths admired hiip; the Italian people were nursed by him, 
and he had defended Kome for its citizens. Sicily and the deet 
were his, and Africa would hail him as Caesar if he showed 
himself on that coast, governed again by Solomdh, his former 
chief of staff. Already their leader of forlorn hopes had made 
himself that most dangerous thing, a legend. 

Justinian reminded them that Belisarius had sworn to keep 
faith with him. There was nothing, in any event, that The Si¬ 
lence could do about it now. For in the East the Persian host 
was advancing toward Antioch. 

Outside the marshjts of Ravenna—the stagnant waterways 
that safeguarded the city of Theodohe; more tkan its walls 
—the paradoxical Belisarius was carrying out one of his feats 
of deception. His scattered commands patrolled the restless 
banks of tire Po; they kept food out of the hungering city, 
while his envoys warned the Gothic nobles to have no more 
hope in the advent of those other Germans, the Pranks. 

Belisarius had fought a bitter war for five years. His road 
from Carthage to Ravenna had not been an easy one, The 
soldier could not bring himself to agree to Justinian’s terms 
of half-victory that would leave his enemies still a nation 
strong in arms. Belisarius had driven the Gothic strength of 
numbers and courage into its last defense. He meant to de¬ 
stroy that strength. 

With careful forethought he called into council his high of¬ 
ficers—chiefly John, the friend of Narses, and Bessas^who 
had been born a Goth—who complained that he was disobey¬ 
ing the Emperor. He summoned Justinian’s two envoys to 
hear him, and he talked quietly to all of them, asking among 
other things if they believed a political peace would really end 
the long war. Then he asked: ^’If you could obtain all of Italy 
for Caesar, with all the treasure in Ravenna, with the submis¬ 
sion of all the Goths, would you not cast your vote to do it? 
If it can be done without costingjhe life of one man of ours?'* 
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They (o agree that if Belisarius could accomplish this, 
it should be done. 

Whereupon Belisarius gave them orders at once. John and 
Bessas and the others departed to gather provisions through 
the countryside and bring them by ship to the port of Ra* 
•venna. His comitatus and the veterans of Rome were to ac¬ 
company him. 

Now in agreeing to become their emperor of the West, Beli- 
sarius had pledged his faith to the Gothic envoys that he 
would protect the lives and personal property of their warriors. 
But he explained that he would take his oath as ruler to Vitigis 
and the council of nobles within Ravenna itself. 

On a fair morning in May, Belisarius rode in over the caus^ 
way through the marshes. He was clad for ceremony, as if to 
take his place on the throne of Theodoric. His biscuit-eaters 
followed at ease, with lances and shields slung on their backs. 
Through the open gate and the massed Goths, Belisarius led 
his horsemen. 

They passed the few monuments of Roman rule, the neg¬ 
lected tomb of the devout princess Galla Placidia, and the 
small palace where Stilicho had been murdered and the boy 
Romulus had put on the imperial purple for the last time. 
The great Church of St. Marhn (that came to be St. Apolli- 
naris’) had been built by Theodoric, and in the last two gen¬ 
erations the city had become the capital of a Gotbbnd that 
was doomed to disappear like the Vandal kingdom of Africa. 

Procopius watched this strange ride in, and thought that it 
seemed to come about by no contriving of human beings, but 
by the will of Fortuna herself. “For the Goths were greater in 
numben, yet were being made captive by the weaker force 
. . . when the women sitting at the gate had seen the whole 
of our anny, they spat in the faces of their husbands. They 
pointed their fingers at the Romans of such small size and 
called their husbands cowards.” 

Heedless of the women,^Belisarius paused to summon 
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chieftains to him ^nd assure them that they wereofree to re¬ 
turn to their villages. Many started to leave with their swords¬ 
men. This made a confused coming and going that Belisarius 
did not try to remedy. He set guards over the treasure. (Ever 
since the legendary Nibelungs^ the Gennan kings had hoarded 
their gold.) He set guards around the steps of Theodoric’S' 
palace, where Vitigis and the nobles waited to acknowledge 
him as emperor. 

When he dismounted at last, Belisarius explained to his en¬ 
emies that they were the captives of Justinian, the one em¬ 
peror whom Belisarius himself served. 

Men who have resigned themselves to make peace are not 
to be roused by a few words to resist. Belisarius had deceived 
Vitigis ruthlessly. 

Very quickly Belisarius summoned into the harbor the 
grain ships of his officers. When they appeared up the canal 
the hungering families of the city rushed to get at tlie food. 

Belisarius, however, had kept one promise. Not a Roman 
soldier had lost his life. 

Before he could organize hts bloodless conquest, Belisarius 
was recalled by Justinian. He obeyed the order, as he had 
obeyed before in Africa, against his better judgment. 


PALL OF ANTIOCH 


There was an invisible bond betsveen Theodora and the 
lovely city of Antioch. Once in her wandering Tlieodora had 
found shelter there; perhaps the Despoina b^ieved that an¬ 
cient Antioch and not new-built Constantinople should be the 
capital of the Empire. Certainly this Queen City of the East 
—^s wayfarers called her—had something of the woman's na¬ 
ture, passionate and demanding, submitting at need to a con¬ 
queror, but never imitating his habits^ 


I 


aid VI: Coming of the Four Horstmen 

AntiocKi claimed the primacy of Chrirtian faith; she had ' 
beard the voices of Paul and Barnabas. In their strange Greek 
patois, her people had mocked at the exhortations of the pa¬ 
gan Caesar, Julian. In rejecting the Rome of the Caesars, the 
Queen City had yielded to the influences of the East. Her 
'artists enriched Constantinople; Anthemius copied her famous 
House of Gold in his eight-sided Church of Sergius and Bac¬ 
chus, and her mosaic patterns of oleander blooms and con¬ 
fronted peacocks adorned the palaces on the Bosporus. Yet 
Antioch would render only lip service to the new-rich capi¬ 
tal of Constantinople. Within the circuit of her great wall 
perhaps a third of a million Antiochian^had thrived in peace 
for nearly tTlrce centuries—since the Emperor Valerian had 
been crushed by Persian power. 

“In wealth and size," spies assured the Great King Khusrau, 
“Antioch is 6r$t among the cities of the East Roman Empire. 
Vet this city is destitute of trained soldiers. Its population 
cares for nothing except festivals and living in luxury; they 
know only the rivalries of their theaters." 

The people had courage. Sheltered behind their parapets, 
they watched the Persian invaders appear along the banks 
of the Orontes River near the northern city gates. It was then 
June of $40. The Antiochians had heard how the enemy 
burned frontier towns that did not save themselves by yielding 
up their treasures. The Persian horsemen—two or three tens of 
thou^nds—did not seem to be dangerous; they seemed more 
intent on making camp under the trees across the river than 
in attacking the great city. A civilian who spoke Latin ad¬ 
vanced to the Daphne gate, calling upon the excited Antio¬ 
chians to earn the mercy of the Great King Kliusrau by pay¬ 
ment of ten hundredweight of gold (about $2,000,000 in mid- 
twentieth century money), 

The bishop of the cathedral urged the citizens to pay the 
ransom; so did the envoy, who had been bom a Roman. In 
fact, the strange young jPiusmu was marching through Roman 
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Syria that summer-more to satisfy his curiosity arid to carry 
back spoil to Ctesipbon than to meet the Romans in arms. 

From the parapets the Antiochians loosed arrows at the 
envoy, and they laughed, jeering at the name of the Great 
King. A few days before, some regiments of regular cavalry 
had reached the city from the Lebanon; youths of the hippo-’ 
drome factions mustered in motley am^or, ready to die in 
defense of their walls, and boys of every sort thronged up 
with stones, slings, and bows. All of them—except the regu¬ 
lar troops—felt certain tliat the walls of Antioch were impreg¬ 
nable. 

Angered by the insults, the Great King ordered the city to 
be stormed. • * 

During his visit, the experienced Oeimanus had warned the 
people that the heights behind the city looked strong, but 
were actually a point of danger. At the last moment the citi¬ 
zens tried to strengthen the space along the heights with log 
palisades and wooden platforms. 

T\tt enemy now made a great to-do down at the river. But 
the real attack came in the half light of dawn on the heights 
that had seemed to be safe. Up in the labyrintl) of rocks, 
the civilian warriors resisted bravely, shouting:''Justinian con¬ 
quers!" Before long their timber platforms broke down under 
the weiglit of the excited throngs. At the sudden crash and 
outcry, defenders of the parapets imagined that the wall had 
been broken through, and they ratj back to the streets, ^ 

Within a few minutes the eager thousands became jostling 
mobs. No one came forward to command them, Family groups 
struggled to gather up their valuables and, as panic grew, to 
save their lives. 

On the hciglits, the Persians climbed their ladders unop¬ 
posed, to watch the bedlam below them. Khusrau gave order 
for his forces to withdraw from the gate leading to the gar¬ 
dens of Daphne and the coast. Tlie frightened people flung 
open this gate. The mercenaries mn^nted their horses and 
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rode headfong to escape from the disaster.* The Persians were 
willing enough to let them go, and the townspeople began to 
stream after^ Clumsily the militia of the factions tried to 
organize a street-to-street resistance, but the hysterical crowds 
ran into their ranks. Antioch paid for ib centuries of peace, 
After resistance ended, the methodical conquerors assem* 
bled the multitude of captives in bands to lead away; they 
set fire to the residential streets, but spared the cathedral in 
the great square after collecting its treasures. Then they con¬ 
tinued their triumphal march. 

Observers who visited the stricken city were amazed to 
find the fortifications standing intact around the charred ruin 
of the street. * 

Envoys from Justinian reached the presence of Khusrau 
that summer, to offer a heavy payment in gold coin for a 
new peace between the empires. It is said that the adven* 
tuTOus Sassanian, when he arrived at the shore of the Med¬ 
iterranean, put off his robes to take a bath in tlie Roman sea. 
He had a sense of the dramatic, and an appreciation of irony, 
"Money cannot buy friendship,'' he replied to the Roman 
envoys. 'The friendship ceases as soon as the money is spent." 
As if in afterthought he added: "Perhaps a payment every 
year would preserve the friendship you seek," 

That meant payment of an annual tribute. The Roman 
env<^s broke off negotiation to report to Constantinople. It 
is said also that when the captives of Antioch arrived at Ctesi- 
phon on the Euphrates, they were given a suburb of their 
own. The Persians called this slave-town Roum (Rome). 
But it became known thereafter as the "Antioch of Khusrau ” 
The devastation of Antioch grieved and then angered Theo¬ 
dora. It seemed to her that her husband's generals had sacri¬ 
ficed the City of the East. Characteristically, she set about 
punishing them by intrigues not apparent to the pre¬ 
occupied Justinian. ^ ' 
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On his part he summed up the losses silently, 'Rie Gothic 
nation that he meant to be a guardian of the north-^tom 
asunder. Half the population of Antioch enslaved, and the 
city burned because Belisarius had failed to o 1 >ey him and 
return in time from Ravenna, 

Stubbornly, Justinian gave order for rebuilding Antioch, for' 
changing the course of the Orontes to make it a moat for the 
lower wall, for shrinking the walls to enclose the city and 
avoid the fatal heights, He refused to pay the yearly tribute 
to Khusrau, whereupon he faced the one thing he had sought 
to avoid, war in the East. To prepare for tliat, he summoned 
Belisarius home. ^ 


$ THE CITIZBKS STAGE A TKlUMPH 

Tliere was no repressing the populace when Belisarius rC' 
turned to Constantinople. His fleets brought Incredible car¬ 
goes, the treasure of Ravenna, almost forgotten standards of 
Roman legions that had fallen to the Goths in the old days-~ 
with the gold circlet of the Emperor Valens, who had died 
at Hadrian's City—and a captive host of stalwart warriors, 
their chieftains and thdr king, Vitigis, with his unwilling 
bride, Matasuntha. Beside the striking figure of Belisarius 
appeared philosophic Peter the Patrician, released frorn his 
cd!. 

Justinian bestowed an estate on the dispirited Vitigis, and 
he gave only cold thanks to his victorious general. He ordered 
the insignia and treasure to be shown only within the palace 
to those of senatorial rank. There would be no public triumph 
this time for Belisarius. 

The city, however, contrived to give Belisarius a triumph 
of its own. 

When he left his house in the moniing, crowds Nvere wait* 
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ing to hair him on his ride down the Mesf Teen-age girls ran 
out to throw myrtle before the hoofs of his horse. (The 
conqueror o( Italy always showed himself in full panoply of 
silvered mail and plumes, with a Napoleonic bevy of officers 
riding at his heels.) The street was swept; incense smoke 
* curled up from the doorways; women waved kisses from the 
embroidered hangings of balconies. In the forum of Constan* 
tine the circus factions massed—against the law—and their 
choruses resounded over the peal of their silver wind organs. 
B«fiiuriu$ tu vincee—semper vinceresf 

To the admiring people this man was an unquestioned 
hero, For he had conquered the Vapdals of Gaiseric and 
humbled the proud Goths of Theodorjc. They beheld the 
evidence of victory with their own eyes. Moreover the tall, 
bearded Belisariiis was noble by any man's estimation. He 
pulled in hii horse to greet old front-line soldiers by name, 
those who had fought at the Ten Mile Post or the Aelian 
bridge. He put gold coins in the hands of the penniless. When 
his admirers got drunk in celebration, Belisarius did no such 
thing; nor did he cast a second glance at the young wives 
who worshipped him with their eyes. 

When he reached the Augusteum, even the beggars forsook 
business to acclaim him. Belisarius was an uncomplicated 
man who knew better than anyone else how to encounter 
an armed enemy; but he never managed to understand poli¬ 
tics, ^uring these days of adulation, warriors offered to serve 
in his comitatus until his personal army grew to seven thou¬ 
sand. The transported Goths and Vandab wduld have fol¬ 
lowed him against any force of Guards or city militia. He 
could have gained the throne of the Caesars by a spoken word, 
but it never entered his mind to do that. ‘‘While Justinian 
lives,” he had told the Gothic nobles in Ravenna, “1 wQl not 
take the name of a king." 

Theodora foresaw danger in the stupidity of Count Belisar- 




Theodora and her ]adia» aiso from a mosak in St. ViiaJU. The Empr^ was probably suffering from 
her last illness when this was ccanposed, and the splendour of her Headdress muse have required a 
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. ius and the adulation o( the people. Justinian wou|^ not heed 
her- ' / 

Strategists of The Silence—Narses foremost among them^ 
implored him to mobilize the man power of the Empire in 
one great army to destroy the Persian host. Justinian would 
not do it. He would not suspend his vast undertakings of , 
peace to restore the military state of Diocletian. Men from 
the battlefields argued fiercely that he was defying destiny. 
They quoted the prophecy of the great Capella that when 
man’s fame increased beyond measure retribution came upon 
the earth in floods, conflagrations, and plagues. Justinian did 
not have that particular superstition. In his mind the Four 
Horsemen of the Apocalypse had been loosed «by war. He 
had watched the Vandal expedition breed mutiny and bring 
in the plague of the Berber folk; the Gothic war had drawn 
the Franks from the remote Rhineland. It was clear that 
when civilized powers turned to war the barbaric peoples 
broke out of restraint. 

Then what, Narses and the others demanded, would the 
Emperor do? 

Justinian did exactly what he had done before. By edict be 
urged the people '^to make an increased effort to aid the 
government." Instead, the factions rioted-^to be suppressed 
without pity. Never again was Justinian hailed as "The Peo¬ 
ple’s Emperor." 

The crowds turned away visibly from the unimpressive 
man in the palace to the victorious and generous soldier Mding 
through the streets. Justinian solved his dilemma by one 
simple actioT). He sent Belisarius to meet the Persians. For 
an army, he allowed the conqueror of Italy little more than 
his own following—his enlarg^ comitatus and all the captive 
Vandal and Gothic warriors, with some Moors of Africa and 
the Heruls coaxed back into service by Narses. 

This time, however, there was a difference in the under- 
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taking. Ju«Unian made no effort to prepare the way for his 
general by diplomacy. Belisarius would be his own master. 
What passed between them at their parting is not known, 
except that Jtistinian bade his soldier halt the Persian inroad. 
(And for the first time Belisarius left his troublemaking wife 
^behind.) 

It may well be that Justinian was looking toward a wider 
horizon that Belisarius was incapable of seeing. 

Because when Count Belisarius arrived in the familiar red 
plain of the Euphrates, he met the other commanders of 
the devastated eastern frontier and told them frankly: “Our 
mighty emperor has given us no purpose to follow because 
he is ignorant of what is happening here. As for me, I have 
come back from the West after long years, and I am only 
human. We are here to stop an invasion. Tell me how you 
think it can be done." 


$ THE WIDER HORIZON 

They told him it could not be done because of Khusrau. 
They told him how Khusrau Anushirwan Adil—“The Just"— 
ruled from horseback, journeying with an armed camp, sur* 
rounded by a feudal knighthood, the Asv(sran—the mailed 
horsemen who served as model to the cataphracts of Bel* 
isariiSs. Farseeing and impetuous, Khusrau the Just relished 
a barbed jest. When Belisarius was reconquering Africa, 
Khusrau sent word to Justinian: “Surely you owe us part of 
the Vandal treasure because if we had not kept hands off, 
you would not have got it.” When he held the town of 
Apamea, near Antioch, to ransom, Khusrau took the jeweled 
encasing of a relic of the Christians, believed by them to be 
wood of the cross of Christ. Yet he returned the wood to 
them, remarking that it was precious to them, but not to him. 
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At Apamea, too, ordered a chariot race to be ^Id in the 
circus after the Roman manner. Hearing that Ji^tinian fa¬ 
vored the Blue drivers, Khusrau promptly adopted the Green. 
When the Green chariots lagged behind, this*Great King 
stopped the race until they could take the lead. 

Belisarius must have realized how greatly the cruel and • 
tolerant Sassanian differed from the careful and tenacious 
peasant-emperor conSoed to his workroom in Constantinople, 
So, too, their domains differed. That of Constantinople clung 
to the seacoasts, defended itself by walled cities, sustained 
itself by trade, while the Persian empire, based on agriculture, 
extended inland to th^ raw materials and wealth of the conti¬ 
nent. While Constantinople labored to get in food, the 
Sassanian domain was enjoying a revival, Khusrau might 
choose to dwell in a tent, but it was hung with cloth of gold. 
His arched hvun at Ctesiphon had the dais carpeted with 
green emeralds that simulated grass, patterned by streams 
that were strings of pearls. In that year, as in the splendid 
Hellenistic age, the balance of culture rested even l^twecn 
Justinian's imperium and the empire of the Persians. The 
captives of Antioch, settling down in their "Rome” on the 
Tigris, found their labors lightened by drawlooms that yielded 
the finer textiles of the East; the towers above their new 
homes were not merely wind towers to draw in a cooling 
breeze, but contained turning wheels that operated small mills 
beneath. 

Yet of the two monarchs, Justinian had the more stead¬ 
fast determination. Kliusrau—"King of kings, companion of 
the stars, brother to the sun”—acted on impulse; Justinian 
could not be swerved from the course he followed. That 
course presents many riddles to our eyes—the insufficient 
army of Belisarius, the stubborn building up of the castella 
towns, the purchase of peace at almost any price from the 
Persians—but it was clear enough to the man in the Daphne. 
For one thing, there must not be another tragedy of Antioch; 
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for anotb^p civilization itself must be .preserved, with its 
laws and, %bove all, a single Christian Church. Once a 
Persian ambassador told an emperor of Constantinople: "Our 
two states a« like two light towers that illuminate the world." 
Justinian may not have agreed entirely; he accepted it as 
• a fact, and Theodora did not let him forget it. Wlwn she 
looked toward her homeland, it was toward the East; there, 
she sensed instinctively, lay the future strength of the Empire. 

True, Justinian’s dogged determination had recaptured the 
shores of the Mediterranean. But could the dominion of tliat 
inland sea survive in a conflict with the greater forces of 
the continent? ^ 

Once the Great King Xerxes had swept his people into 
the West as far as Athens, laying pontoon bridges and build¬ 
ing the beginning of a canal (at Mt, Athos) on the way, 
only to lose at Salamis his battle for the mastery of the 
Mediterranean and its barbarous inhabitants. The Greeks of 
that time spoke of the routes into the continent as "the 
wonderful way" to the East. Alexander of Macedon led 
his armed people as far east as the mountains of India, 
attempting to plant colonies and build Alexandrias on the 
way. All but one of his Alexandrias succumbed to the human 
ebb and flow of the continent. But the art of Praxiteles 
followed the Macedonian's march, to grace the figures of 
Bactrian shrines, toward the Land of the Silk. Although 
Alexander failed to create his world-state of Greek-Iranian 
peo^es—the Iranians or "Aryans" were distant racial kinsmen 
of the Creeks—‘the mingling of arts and humanities of the 
Hellenistic age ensued. For a splendid moment the culture 
of the Mediterranean region came in balance with that of 
the ancestral continent. 

Then the Roman imperium caused a cleavage that re¬ 
mained. Roman Caesars sought to drive their military power 
into the "Orient.” Lucullus, a man of wealth, forced his 
way east as far as the waters of Lake Van; Pompey sighted 
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the Caspian from the heights of the Caucasyk; Crassus, 
setting out to duplicate Alexander's triumph, g^ no farther 
than Carrhae in the plain beyond Antioch. After that, in 
reaction to the march of the legions, the hcgdtnony of the 
eastern religions invaded the Roman world. This fusion was 
checked in its turn by the rise of Christianity under the* 
Caesars. A hard frontier took shape between Christian soldiers 
and the pagan ''fire-worshippers” of Parthian Iran—so hard 
that traces of it exist today, long after the crusades. Perhaps 
Constantine sought to move closer to that frontier when he 
shifted his capital eastward to Constantinople; certainly con* 
fiict intensified wheq^ the Persian kings of the Sassanian re¬ 
vival (from A.D. 226) moved their reign center«westward to 
Ctesiphon. 

Last of all came the flight of refugee Christian sects into 
the East. Schismatics like the Nestoiians, treated as rebels by 
Constantinople, sought asylum under the protection of the 
Great Kings. Some of the Nestorians migrated along the 
caravan routes as far as the deserts on the edge of China. * 
In so doing they influenced events more than the conquests 
of Alexander. 

All of this had its influence on the troubled mind of 
Justinian. He could not escape it, from the time when he had 
dwelt in the small palace of the exiled Persian Hormisdas 
with Tlicodora. Did he not rely on the Christian Arab chief¬ 
tain Harith and the sagacious Persarmenian Narses? Wlien 
he had closed the time-hallowed schools at Athens, se\%n of 
the pagan teachers Bed across the border to gain sanctuary 
and to debate the ethics of Aristotle with Khusrau. And 
one Paul, "the Persian” from the Nestorian school at Nisibis, 
had tutored Khusrau, translating for him portions of Aristotle's 
science. The same Paul, now bishop of Nisibis, journeyed 
to Constantinople to debate his faith publicly. 

Tlien there was the ceaseless activity of the inmates of 
Theodora^s "house of the monks”—the same palace of Horm- 
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isdas^th^ sent missionary church*bui)ders like Jacob Old 
Clothes oii^to the eastern frontier. Justinian came to know 
of that only by degrees because his wife, lacking authority, 
canied out her intrigues in secret. 

All this impelled Justinian into his baffling eastern policy 
.that sought the "perpetual peace” with Persia. There was 
another overriding reason for it: the peri) to both ernpites 
of invasion from the barbaric north. Beyond the natural 
barrier of the Euxine and the mighty Caucasus—stretching, 
so the geographers of Constantinople believed, along the 
heights of the 'Taurus” range toward the Land of Silk—there 
bad been the pressure of savage Scythians, Sarmatians, and 
Huns- Khuwau, better able to meet force with force Ilian 
Justinian, had driven back the dangerous White Huns and 
had agreed to hold the passes of the Caucasus itself—until 
the volatile Khusrau broke tire peace and rode to war against 
the Christian empire. 

He had a reason for doing so quite apart from the urging 
of Vitigis. Under cover of the peace of Hermogenes, the 
Constantinopolitans were penetrating into the trade routes 
of the continent by sea and land, to the south and north of 
Persia. Squarely across those trade routes lay the power of 
Khusrau, and from them he drew profit. Persian merchants 
were the middlemen who sold to Roman frontier terminnls 
the products of Asia: the silk craved by Justinian^s people, 
the incense burned in the churches, the spices and saffron 
that reasoned the food, with other luxuries of life. Now the 
Emperor immured in his palace bad heard the tale of a 
venturesome sea captain, Cosmas the India-voyager, that ships 
could round the southern coast of Arabia to voyage to the 
shore of India itself; Justinian was allying himself to Himyar' 
ite chieftains of the Arabian incense coast and seeking to 
go farther by sea. In the north likewise, Justinian built up 
the port of Petra as a bridgehead among the wild Laai of 
the Caucasus. By rounding the Caucasus, Christian merchants 
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might tap th« caravans coining over the Road the Silk, 
The Lazi complained to Khusrau that the Roi^ns had set 
a praetor over them who demanded more trade, and was in 
fact not $0 much a ()raetor as a huckster, ^ 

So it came about that the Great King sacked Antioch. 
Tlien in the spring of 541 he led his war host up into the, 
mountains toward the Roman stronghold of Petra. 

Justinian's engineers had fortified Petra (‘"The Rock'*). 
Built between the seashore and a cliff, the port seemed to 
be impregnable. After trying its strength by ordinary siege, 
however, the Persians simply tunneled under the massive 
wall. When a section of the wall came down, Khusrau rode 
into Petra. « 

The Lazi who had guided him thither welcomed him as a 
more generous master than Justinian. While Khusrau was 
contemplating Justinian’s sea, startling news reached him. 
Belisarius was moving, in his absence, down the rivers upon 
his city of Ctesiphon. At once the Sassanian came down from 
his fastness of the Caucasus. He had a good deal of respect 
for the name of Belisarius. 

The duel of wits followed between the victor of the Medi* 
terranean, and the conquering Great King. 


$ THE CEOS5AOAD5 TO JERUSALEM 

It is said that Count Belisarius lost his grip in this eastern 
war. Yet he had been given the almost impossible task of 
stopping Khusrau without an adequate army. (His sadly mixed 
contingents numbered some 1 8,ooq; he said himself it would 
take 100,000 to keep Khusrau from crossing the Euphrates.) 
lacking strength, he simulated it, storming the smaller towns 
across the Persian frontier, parading past the stronger citadels 
as if hurrying to Ctesiphon, Pursuing Persians found the 
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Romans o^amped at ease, apparently unaware of danger; 
but when ti,e Ar/aran attacked headlong,'they collided with 
the lances of Goths in readiness for just such an attack. 
Belisarius staged caravans of captive "Fm*worshippers" back 
to Constantinople. But when the exasperated Great King 
appeared, the Roman army vanished beyond the rivers. 

Then winter brought a brief truce, as Belisarius had antici* 
pa ted. The Persian host, relying on horse transport, moved 
over these half-desert plains only when the animals could 
find grazing. 

But in Constantinople the loss of Petra rankled. Belisar- 
iui was summoned back to explain why }ie could not keep the 
Persians in oheck as he had kept the Goths. To the strategists 
in the Daphne he gave the true picture of events; his Goths 
and Vandals sickening in the desert heat, the baggage carts 
filled with ailing soldiers, the heedless western warriors trying 
out their swords on Arab and Armenian villagers who relied 
on the Romans for protection. Belisarius himself relied on 
the Christian Arab, Haritb, to lead his raiders, His veteran 
garrisons feared the Persians, but Belisarius feared most the 
strange fever that struck down his men. 

The sickness in the camps was the first sign of the great 
plague. Coming out of Egypt, it was spreading, little heeded 
as yet, along the routes of the armies. 

Then appalling news reached the Daphne. With the coming 
of the first grass in $42 the Persians were moving up the 
Euphrates again. They made no secret of their destination 
this time; it was Jerusalem. Khusrau had fastened on an 
objective that the elusive Roman army must defend. 

Justinian intervened. Jerusalem, he said at once, must be 
saved from the fate of Antioch. 

In an odd way he had himself to blame for the danger 
now threatening the Holy City. Under the earlier emperors, 
Jerusalem had been strongly held as a frontier post. Relying 
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on his peace with the Persians, fustinian had digged that. 
Taking out the garrisons, he had tried to restf^e Palestine, 
raising a new edifice to the Mother of God near the site of 
the ancient temple,Opening wells along the pilgrim routes, 
making Nablous (Ncapolis) on its rocky height a shrine of 
Christ. He had erected hostels upon the hallowed sites fo*> 
each people of the East, including Armenians and even the 
half'Converted Lazi. In all this Palestine of the pilgrims there 
was not an armed numerus to defend it. 

At once Belisarius sped hack to the front, changing horses 
at the post stations through Anatolia, changing to swift char¬ 
iots where the red plgins opened below the forested Taurus. 
He may have questioned the machinations of»CTnpires—as 
he did later in Italy—which sent armies across the stillness 
of the desert. There may be truth in the report that Belisar¬ 
ius was no longer the man who had defended Rome. He 
had learned at last of the infidelity of Antonina, and had 
put her into a cell like any criminal. 

Word from his commanders reached him on the road. At 
the news of Khusraa’s advance, they had concentrated their 
garrisons in Hicropolis in the foothills. Hieropolis protected 
the roads to Edessa and Antioch, and they waited for him 
to join them there. 

Belisarius kept on his way. He wrote a hasty reply to his 
lieutenants, admitting that they had done just the riglit thing 
to save themselves and the troops behind walls. But the Per¬ 
sians were making for Palestine, a province of the Emperor 
that had no defense, and if they stayed in Hieropolis it would 
be called not their safety, but their treason. 

Heading south himself, he picked up troops—his comitatus 
and the camps of the Goths. He took them along, out of the 
protection of the foothills, down into the great Syrian plain. 
There the Persian horsemen must strike east, following the 
grass and watering at the streams when they left the rivers. 
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They wouv]::nced to pass here above the dry desert to reach 
Jerusalem. i»Mt in the open plain his infantry could not re¬ 
treat from the enemy cavalry. 

Tlie Eophfatcs was no longer a barrirt between Belisarius 
and Khusrau, who had crossed to the Roman side by a pontoon 
bridge. 

The situation being about as bad as it could be, Belisarius 
tried to make it appear that he was ready to give battle. He 
sent a column of horsemen across the river to the cast bank 
to act as if they were moving to the rear of the advancing 
Persians. 

This move halted Khusrau, who became very curious as 
to what tho''Romans were actually doing and what nature 
of man Belisarius might prove to be. To satisfy himself on 
these points the Great King sent a secretary, one Abandanes, 
to deliver a message to Belisarius, to use hit eyes inside the 
Roman camp while he did so, and report to Khusrau what 
he saw. 

It was a most ancient stratagem, and Belisarius seems to 
have taken quick advantage of it. As he had done with the 
emissaries of the Goths in Rome, he set a scene for the 
entrance of Abandanes- As actors he called in his best-appear¬ 
ing waniors without thdr weapons, instructing them to take 
no notice of the Persian envoy, but to keep in motion around 
Belisarius’ pavilion as if engrossed in field sports, throwing 
the stone or racing their horses. 

In'consequence, Abandanes was led through masses of 
^sual fighting men—who moved about so that he could not 
estimate their numbers—who appeared to have no interest 
in the splendidly robed envoy of the Great King. At the 
pavilion, the Roman commander seemed to be more inter¬ 
ested in offering the envoy fmit and wine than in hearing 
what he had to say. Belisarius played the part of a good host 
at ease. When Abandanes, studying him covertly, delivered 
the message of Khusrau—that Khusrau had invaded the terri- 
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toiy of Caesar (fustinian) because the Roman ibnperor had 
broken the terms of the peace—Belisarius appeared to be 
surprised and regretful. 

“Then Choesroei [Khusrauj doesn’t bcha^ like other 
men,” Belisarius retorted. “Usually if men have disputes 
with their neighbors, they sit down together to talk it oven 
Then, if they can’t agree, they go to war. But he attacks the 
lands of the Romans first, and then begins to talk about 
peace.” 

By the time Abandanes explained that he had said nothing 
about peace, he became confused. By the time of his departure 
he had a strong iqipression that the seemingly oblivious 
Roman was setting a trap for his master on •Roman soil. 
When he reported that to Khusrau, the youthful Persian 
stopped his advance, ("We are here,” Belisarius had told 
his ofRcers the year before, "to stop an invasion.”] 

Such is Procopius’ version of the meeting between Belisarius 
and Khusrau. In reality, however Belisarius managed to impress 
him, the Persian turned back down the Euphrates because he 
had tidings of the spread of tlie plague through Syria along 
his route to Palestine. As he went he sacked Callinicum, a 
frontier town of the Romans. Tins was probably done to satisfy 
his army, but Callinicum like Antioch and Petra had reverbera¬ 
tions in Justinian’s court. 

Not did Belisarius show any sign of his old inspiration. He 
merely kept between Khusrau and Jerusalem as he had been 
order^. Both leaders removed their commands from the 
plague-infected frontier—the Persian journeying up into the 
embattled but healthy Caucasus, 

Then befell a trivial incident with serious consequences. 
Belisarius passed an evening chewing the fat with Buses, his 
second in command, and other ofRcers. Buzes, a veteran of 
the eastern front, complained because Constantinople ex¬ 
pected them to wage a war without strength enough to attack 
Khusrau. The latest bit of news was that the plague had 
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reached Co!«(Stantinople. Somebody as):ed whal they would 
do if the sicK'-'iess carried off fustiniao» and somebody else re¬ 
torted that they wouldn’t let Constantinople name the new 
emperor. *■ ^ 

Tliat seemed to be all. But one of the group was an informer 
of Theodora’s, and he wrote out his version of the gossip of the 
generals. The Augusta did not have her husband’s skepticism 
of the stories of spies. Very quickly Belisarius and Buzes were 
ordered to report back to the palace. The order had been 
signed by Justinian, and Theodora had persuaded him to 
sign it. 

Belisarius never returned to the East., 


$ THE HAND OF TKEODOEtA AUCUm 

As the pestilence approached Constantinople, a subtle 
change took place in the small group of men closest to Justin¬ 
ian. Priscus, the confidential secretary and adroit flatterer, 
disappeared first. With great skill, Priscus had managed to 
lead a double jifo^fetrying himself across at night to Chalce- 
don, where, (n the guise of a merchant, he sold his secrets to a 
shipping ring. 

One evening Priscus stepped into the waiting caVque to find 
Strang Creek boatmen hoisting the sail. As soon as they left 
the harbor lights behind, they headed down the Bosporus cur* 
rent toward the distant islands. Without explanation they 
stripped their passenger and shaved hia head; they clothed 
him again in a coarse monk’s robe and put him ashore at the 
stone quay of an island where monks waited to lead him into 
the gate of a monastery. Theodora had endowed the monastery, 
and there Priscus decided to stay. 

Justinian had not been willing to dismiss him. Quite 
clearly the inarticulate Macedonian could not bring himself 
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to part from a gifted companion in work. The of them» 
who accomplished miracles—Romanos the recls^ was con¬ 
juring new harmony out of human voices—kept their posts 
until death. And intiuman labor often shorten^ their years.. 
Somehow Justinian managed to subdue tlieir mutual antago¬ 
nisms. Peter the Patrician, that ironic gentleman, bedeviled 
the powerful officers of the Excubitors by calling those “protec¬ 
tors of the palace" into active service overseas with each fresh 
campaign. To remain at their privileged posts the Excubitors 
had to forego their pay during the campaign. Justinian allowed 
it, never having forgotten the failure of the Excubiton to 
stand by him in the, revolt. Anthemius the architect had a 
private feud with the millionaire Tribonian; living next door 
to the Quaestor’s palatial home, Anthemius rigged up mirrors 
to throw the sun's glare into his neighbor's windows. When 
the master of the laws brought suit to end the persecution of 
the mirrors, Anthemius contrived an earthquake to annoy 
him. (One explanation of the earthquake is that Anthemius 
heated^eat sealed jars of water in the cellars until exploding 
steam rocked Tribonian's foundations.) When Anthemius 
died of overwork, the nephew of Isidore took up his task of 
decorating the Church of the Nativity at Bethlehem—a work 
that endures today because when the Persians at last overran 
the Holy Land, they spared this church where they recognized 
Magi of their own in the 6gures of the Three Kings of the 
East. 

Justinian had quieted the open quarrel between Narse* and 
Belisarius. But he could not quench the hatred of his wife for 
his Praetorian Prefect. John of Cappadocia soothed his own 
strained nerves with wine and his troupe of girls while con¬ 
triving to find the money so desperately needed now. In doing 
so he made enemies enough and seemed to waste no regrets 
on them. The city had its tales to tel! of him. How a certain 
banket had refused to produce his jewels to be assessed, and 
how this patrician had been escorted into the Cappadocian’s 
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guarded ceiius. When released, the vicrim went back to his 
home to cok-?ct his coffers; he returned to throw the jewels 
at the feet of Cappadocian John without a word spoken be* 
tween them. John of Lydia called his namesake ‘'Lord 
Brigand.*’ An uglier story told of a war veteran assessed for 
texes of 20 solidi, which he protested he could not pay. The 
Cappadocian's inspectors bore him away with them for in¬ 
terrogation. Then this victim explained that he would take 
the inspectors back to his house, to find the twenty coins, 
which be had mislaid. When the treasury police followed the 
ex-soldier they found that he had hanged himself to a beam of 
his house. 

The talk of the market place came to the ears of the 
Despoina at Hieton, Alone with Justinian, Theodora ex¬ 
plained that his most glorious Praetorian Prefect amassed his 
gold to pay for his treachery. 

‘‘In what way?" 

'To pay those who will seize the throne." 

“Who is your informant?" 

‘The wife of the illustrious Count Belisarius." 

Theodora had a way of mimicking the titles of those she 
disliked, and Justinian ur^derstood her moods very well. Nor 
did he trust Antonina. After Theodora left him he took 
care to summon a friend of the Cappadocian to warn John: 
“Under no circumstances hold any secret talk with An- 
lor)ina." 

Yet within a few days, in spite of Justinian’s warning, John 
did meet in secret with the wife of Belisarius, and his career 
ended as abruptly as the fall of a curtain. Not that the all- 
powerful Cappadocian failed to appreciate his danger from 
Theodora, against whom he had inveighed openly. His pri¬ 
vate army of bodyguards watched the gardens of his fantastic 
palace; they manned the corridors of his sleeping quarters, 
where lamps burned through the night. John had his own 
chamber searched before he entered it, and they say he woke 
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at intervals through the tjight to peer out into hall. He 
had the food tasted'before his gargantuan feasts, 3 ‘id he carried 
a talisman of the goddess Isis to ward off the wiles of the 
Despoina. ^ , 

Theodora, however, seems never to have made use of poison 
or a convenient assassin's knife. It is possible^^o much came* 
to the ears of the Augusteum—to retrace the gossamer web in 
which she caught John, When Belisarius departed on his last 
mission to Persia—"taking the hopes of the Romans with 
him,” Procopius declares—he left Antonina behind for the 
first time. His ambitious wife, now more than fifty years of 
age, was in fact left very much alone and dissatisfied because 
her golden boy, Theodosius, had gone into hiding. (One of 
Antonina’s maids and a pair of servants had revealed the secret 
of Theodosius’ visits, and Antonina had had their tongues cut 
out before throwing their bodies into the Bosporus, and after 
that Theodosius had disappeared—as Theodora well knew.) 
The fint step of the Most Clement Augusta was to confide in 
the envious Antonina how mightily had grown the power of 
the PraKbrian John within Constantinople, even raising him 
above the merely popular Count Belisarius. Probably up to this 
point Theodora told the simple truth, And no one realized 
better than Antonina how helpless her husband became when 
facing politics, At once she appreciated to the full how, if 
John were removed, Count Belisarius would move by that 
much closer to the Sacred Palace in which the aging woman 
dreamed of playing the part of mistress, * 

With adroit dissimulation Theodora played upon the hidden 
eagerness of her rival. She hinted that John, although 
protected by Justinian, had one weakness. He could not guard 
his tongue. If Antonina could contrive to lead him into talk of 
treason, Theodora would arrange for them to be over* 
heard. . . . 

Without scruple Antonina performed her part, fastening 
upon the young daughter of the Cappadocian. For all his 
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'brutality »jtAin was devoted to the girl, who admired Antonina. 
She confided in her father how the distinguished wife of 
Count Bclisarius longed to rid them all of the tyranny of the 
cruel Augusts—who had climbed from a rjrothcl to the throne. 
(Here Antonina may have expressed her own sincere feeling.) 
3 ccause she was no lawful empress, Theodora's power would 
cease the moment Justinian died, and if he was hilled, her 
father—so the girl argued—could carry out his work of ad¬ 
ministering Constantinople as emperor, while Count Belisar- 
ius would be free to carry on the wars on the frontiers as 
Caesar. 

For all his suspicions, John could not have seen the hand of 
Theodora ifi this wild project Perhaps he thought only of 
protecting his daughter or wished to hear himself how far the 
scheming Antonina would involve herself in treason that 
might be the destruction of the popular Belisarius. At all 
events he yielded to the lure of this womanly gossip, with 
armed bodyguards at his back. He went at the appointed hour 
of night across the Bosporus to the garden of the Rufinian 
estate, a property of Belisarius not far from HieconrT^ere he 
found Antonina alone, apparently, and she did indeed dare 
to speak of ridding themsdves of the Emperor. 

Theodora had chosen for two witnesses men whose word 
Justinian would trust, Narses and Marcellus of the Guard. 
In this Medici-like scene they waited in biding, with a detach¬ 
ment of Spatharii concealed in the house. They had the order 
of tfie Augusta to arrest John the Praetorian if they heard any¬ 
thing of treason and to bll him if he attempted to resist. In 
the event, when the Cappadocian heard Nurses' voice, he 
tried to cut his way out of the trap, wounding Marcellus. Then, 
losing his head, big John fled alone from a peril he could not 
comprehend to the sanctuary of an adjacent church. Had he 
gone straight to Justinian, he might have saved himself. But 
there was no doubting the testimony of Narses, the wound of 
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the loyal Marcellus, and the headlong flight oi the Cappadocian * 
himself. 

The weary Justinian was forced to pass sentence on his fa* 
voted economist. sentence was a light one^onfiscation ^ 
of all the Praetorian’s wealth, and exile to priesthood in a 
monastery outside Constantinople. There John’s unquench** 
able spirits revived. Justinian provided him money for his com¬ 
fort, and he refused to perform any ofRce at the altar—which 
would have prevented his return to civilian life, Observers of 
events in the Augusteum wagered that John would soon ex¬ 
change his priest’s robe for his old praetorian’s mantle. 

Implacably Tbeodqra moved to prevent that. The forces 
she invoked this time were never revealed. Within the monas- 
teiy walls voices cried out at John. ’’Who bowed his head to 
Hecate of the underworld? Whose extortioners followed the 
soldier for his twenty silver coins? Why did the Ephesian 
girl drown herself in the swimming pool?" When John laughed 
at the pursuing voices, others accused him of the murder of a 
man who hated him, and he was scourged by the monks who 
cast him^ut clothed in a single tattered rol:« worth no more 
than a few obols according to Procopius. He was forced to beg 
his food from the crew of the ship that canied him to Alexan* 
dria, a derelict among strange easterners who had no particle 
of love for the Praetorian Prefect of the East, the squeezer of 
taxes. 

With John disposed of, Theodora dealt after her fashion 
with Antonina. She Induced Justinian to bestow John’s^ city 
palace on Belisarius. To the delighted wife of Bellsanus she 
conflded that she had a personal gift, "’a pearl so rare and In¬ 
deed unique that we begrudge it you.” To bestow this gem the 
Augusta summoned her rival to public audience. There, in the 
presence of her officers and the women of the propoloma, 
Theodora waited, her gaze intent, her small face framed in 
matchless pearls. Like Antonina she had come to the palace 
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‘•»from the^cater, yet there was a differCTce between them: 
Antonina W never ceased to be the daughter of a chariot- 
driver. 

To present her gift Theodora ordered4 curtain drawn back, 
to reveal, handsome in a court tunic embroidered with silver 
•eagles, Theodosius, who had been Antonina’s lover. No word 
was spoken iintQ Antonina, perforce, uttered thanks to the 
Most Clement Augusta for her mercy. 

In some way Theodora had tracked the unfortunate The¬ 
odosius to his hide-out and had conveyed him to her chambers 
in the palace. Afterwards he was allowed his liberty within 
the city, but died presently from the pestilence. This public 
spectacle of« herself put an end to Antonina’s ambition, al¬ 
though not to her hatred of Theodora. She fled from the city 
to Bdisarius at the eastern front. (It was then that he con¬ 
fined her to a cell, only to release her when he was called to 
Constantinople.) Belisarius still would not see evil in An¬ 
tonina. 

And after the fall of John, the Autocrator in the East re¬ 
mained the only person who might be hailed as em^ror by a 
rebellious faction. Although Belisarius had pledged bis loyalty 
to fustinian, Theodora never trusted the pledges of men. She 
remembered how, ten years before, the half-unwilling Hypatius 
had been given the crown by the enthusiastic mob of the 
Nika. That could happen with Belisarius. Then, after a brief 
interval, she received the cryptic warning from her informer on 
Beli&rius’ staff: 'The generals discuss the death of our Ever 
August Emperor; they say no one in our Guarded City will 
name his successor; they will do thar themselves.” 

Treason could be read into the words, Justinian would have 
disregarded them to follow his own intuition. Theodora made 
instant use of them to serve her scheme of the moment. When 
Belisarius and fiuzes landed at the Golden Horn, they were 
reproached harshly by Naises, serving as Grand Chamberlain. 
Why had the two commanders remained idle with all their 
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. forces while the Persians wrested away Petra an^despoilcd^^ 
Callinicum? Stung’Belisarius gave them a soldier's answer: if 
his sovereigns doubted his courage, let them send him back 
to the eastern front apd he would give them prodf of it, ^ 

That they would not do, Unknown to the supreme Master 
of Soldiers, his fate lay in the hands of Theodora, who was* 
considering him in the new pattern of her anxieties. Justinian 
had fallen ill of the pestilence and-^guarded within the doors 
of the Daphne—he grew weaker daily, As if by his authority 
Theodora acted; Buzes was taker; away to the cellars of her 
quarters at Hieron, ostensibly for questioning—there to vanish 
from sight for the years of stress. Belisarius suffered no such 
confinement. He was still the idol of the city, and Theodora 
touched only his pride and his power.* 

Narses showed him the order. It confiscated his great estates 
and consequently his source of wealth; it deprived him of his 
comitatus. His veteran personal army was to be divided up 
among different commanders, including Narses. That hurt 
Belisarius deeply, yet he consented to remain at call within 
the stricK^n city- Probably Antonina was the one to resent 
leaving her palace by the Porta Aurea with its banquet hall 
hung with trophies of Carthage. 

Quite unnoticed, a change had taken place in the men of 
The Silence. A young Syrian banker served as praetorian in 
place of John. This Peter Barsymes owed much, including his 
new honor, to Hieodora. A little-known African, who was cer* 
tainly no master of law, presided as quaestor. Peter the Patri¬ 
cian, Master of Offices, listened in secret to Theodora while he 
puzzled the Persian ambassador by giving lavish entertain¬ 
ments—as if stricken Constantinople were entering upon new 
years of glory. Tliesc newcomers all spoke Greek, and were in 
fact upflung from the melting pot of the East. The only 
Roman of them all, Marccllus, held the Daphne under firm 
control as Count of the Excubitors. Yet oddly enough this 
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^iidplinao^n of the guard esteemed the unpredictable Des- 
poina as rrajch as Narses. After many years Theodora had 
won the allegiance of The Silence. ^ 

For modefn minds to understand therfevotion of this small 
band of men to the sovereigns, and especially to Justinian, 
ris not easy. He did not hold them in fear as Diocletian had 
done. Except in the case of Marcellas, their loyalty did not 
stem from tradition. Nor did Justinian, obsessed like any 
bureaucrat with the minutiae of government, compel the 
personal admiration given to the headstrong Constantine. He 
was in no respect a hero—-*'this man who seemed so good- 
natured,” as Procopius phrased it. 

Obviously they rejected the peasant from the Macedonian 
village who tried so earnestly to play the part of Caesar. Per¬ 
haps these few who worked intimately with Justinian were 
aware of a courage in him unperceived by the outer world and 
its historians. Justinian had the unusual courage of his imagina¬ 
tion. He would not admit defeat. What seemed to their minds 
impossible of accomplishment he drove them each day to 
create—to bring the vision of a new Rome to reality in the 
chaos of their age. He alone believed in such a tomonow. 

In the crisis of tlie plague, Theodora intrigued to protect her 
husband. But the fact remains that his close servants were 
loyal during his illness. No successor was named in the forums 
when physicians whispered that the Emperor was dying. In 
the end Justinian refused to die. 


^ “they survived beyond all expectation’' 

The bubonic plague that reached Constantinople during the 
festival of the city’s founding in May 54a proved to be the 
deadliest in many centuries. It appeared almost unnoticed 
along the docks where vessels from Alexandria and Palestine 
moored. 
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Evidently the citv ‘'so full of good things” faced,l#ic strangv^ 
scourge with some’confidcnce. The intelligentsi^i trusted in 
their skilled physichns; the devout congregations believed 
their walls to be guarded by God. Moreover, ill nets began with^ 
only a mild fever, not hot, tliat brought swellings in the groin 
or armpits or behind the ears, It had no visible cause. (Thcre« 
was no knowledge, of course, of the carriers, the fleas that had 
fed on the infected black rats of the ships.) 

Soothsayers recalled the evil omen of the swordfish comet, 
and explained that demons had come into the streets: "appari¬ 
tions in human guise who touched men in this or that part of 
the body, and immediately they were seized by the disease." 

Yet exorcism, the uttering of the most holy names, failed 
to drive the malignant demons away; people thronging into 
the sanctuary of St. Michael Archangel did not escape the 
dreaded touch. The disease actually seemed to follow a path 
of invisible carriers from the waterfront up to the Mes6, thence 
into all the districts. Physicians in the university and hospitals 
perfoncfi^ autopsies on the dead and made a great effort to 
analyze the conditions under which the disease appeared. It 
defied their understanding because it attacked persons shut up 
in their houses or the affluent secluded in their gardens; 
pregnant women often gave birth prematurely, and either the 
mother or the child might die, or both, or neither. The physi¬ 
cians could only judge that if the swelling decayed, death 
usually followed, and if it broke and discharged, the victim 
usually returned to life; they could only advise feeding those 
who lay in coma and restraining those in delirium from throw¬ 
ing themselves into water. 'It was noticed of the ones who 
tended the sick, exhausting themselves in the task, that they 
survived, beyond all expectation." 

As the deaths multiplied inexplicably, the trading centers 
and market places closed down; people began to shut them¬ 
selves up in their homes. They seemed to be gripped by fear 
rather than hysteria. There was no general flight from the walls. 
Through the half-deserted streets the clergy of Hagia Sophia 



J56 VI: Coming of ffte Four Hor$enien 

"Carried th<*^cc>n of the Madonna of the Way. Religious fervor 
sd2ed on the most sophisticated of the waiting populace. 
Awareness of approaching death makes a fitter test of civilized 
'*-.natures. ' ^ 

As the pestilence intensified in the summer heat, the 
'populace turned for protection to its Emperor. District priests 
thronged into the Augusteum to beg for food. The Street of 
the Breadmakers used up its last grain, and ignorant folk 
starved behind their barred doors. Officers of the Daphne took 
their posts in the forums; the Refeteridarii of the palace took 
the place of the announcers in carrying messages from the 
streets to Justinian, and bearing back his grants of money and 
food. Imposfng Excubitors went out in armed patrol with the 
white candidates. As soon as he could walk again, Justinian 
made a habit of going afoot in procession to the sanctuaries of 
the city. His presence in robes, performing accustomed ritual, 
helped relieve the growing fcar. 

In its ordeal the temperamental city showed surprising 
courage. Nameless groups gathered to collect the in the 
streets. At first the bodies were taken to graveyards within the 
walls. Then they were carted to ditches outside the land wall, 
and finally were borne by barges across to the towers of Sycae 
(Galata). Their numbers grew to several thousand a day, to 
5,000 in a day. Witnesses of the disaster say that more than 
3co,cco perished in Constantinople out of a population of 
some three quarters of a million. Some who recovered showed 
impairment in strength or speech. 

Famine took its toll, but was checked by shipments of grain 
and dried meat from the still-unaffected shore of the Euxine. 
The plague, however, entered the Balkan highlands and pene¬ 
trated to Greece. 

Procopius, who returned with Belisarius when conditions 
were worst, marveled that the plague seemed to carry off the 
best among the people while sparing the rogues and ribalds. 
He wondered also at seeing of the palace going through 
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. the empty streets efivested of the chUmys of thde rank. Al]^ 
men seemed to have become alike in appearance. Soldiers 
drove in the carts food^ beggars marched with the police 
patrols- ’ 

When Justinian became infected, the news was kept from^ 
the streets. The Silence arranged distractions—throwing open, 
the hippodrome, with choral tragedies enacted for the people. 

After the feast days of the churches, Theodora presided over 
the evening refreshment in the Magnaura garden. When Avar 
chieftains rode into the Porta Aurea with gifts of silver for 
the Emperor of the Christians—expecting to be rewarded with 
gold for their joum^—Peter the Patrician escorted them 
through the impressive-towisitois colonrrades ar)^ Narses be* 
stowed the gold. If other visitors wondei>:d at beholding Beli- 
sarius ride into the Augusteum without his showy escort, he 
did not enlighten them as to the reason. 

Despite this fa^de of courage, the inmates of the Daphne 
were well aware of the extent of the calamity. Constantinople, 
the nerve center of the world*state, was crippled, and they 
did noTTriow how much of it would survive. Procopius of 
Caesarea, who was not taken into their counsels and resented 
it, records his fear that summer. ‘It seemed as if all the 
human race faced annihilation." 

With cold weather in the fall the daily deaths diminished 
from thousands to hundreds. The plague was checked in the 
city. 


$ THE MARCH OP THE SLEEPLESS 

After the plague came the hunger. 

The human mechanism by which Constantinople supplied 
the wants of the great domain had broken down. No shipping 
moved from the docks of Ephesus because no crews remained 
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,^o sail th^ forth. Into the junction port of Alexandria the 
dhows of th^ Nile brought pepper and ivofy to merchants who 
no longer lived to pay for them. /- 
^ Money itstlf was changing in value l>^use the holders of 
gold paid recklessly for the simplest foods, bread and oil. The 
^ew Praetorian, Peter Barsymes, requisitioned supplies. In the 
villages that were the mainstay of the provinces, fields lay 
unfilled because the surviving people had fled to the hills for 
acorns and herbs. “Our time is accursed," a village vicar com¬ 
plained, “when foxes fatten in my streets while my people dig 
roots in the wilderness." 

Trading towns that had been so prosperous fared worse than 
the agricultu^l regions. Looms in Bithynia stood abarjdoned 
for lack of wool. Potters who had clay in plenty for their 
wheels found no buyers for the jars that piled up in their shops. 

The breakdown in human relationships could not be 
mended in a day or a year. Families had to survive without 
wage-earners and children without parents; derelict houses 
awaited owners. Provincial curials found it hopeless to collect 
taxes. 

When Justinian was able to put on the imperial chlamys 
and meet with his officers, he found that his familiar world had 
altered. They were like survivors of an earthquake looking out 
over a country wherein landmarks had changed and habitations 
had been shaken from their foundations. Ironically his own 
innovations had been hardest hit. He had done away with 
the Steps and their dole of grain—even in rebellious Alexan¬ 
dria, where the dole dated from Diocletian’s day—and now 
food was given out again by the Prefect's guards to the hungry 
crowds waiting with tokens, The pestilence had followed his 
new shipping; it had restored power to the magnates of the 
hinterland who gleaned food from their land holdings and 
gained more fields from hungering peasants who would sign 
any deed for meat His new laws had become words on paper. 

A strange Fate seemed to have favored those most remote 
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from Constantinople, The pestilence had spared fishermen qf 
the islands, hermit^ of t)ie desert. Famine had not touched 
settlements of bar^rians in the forests. Where Slavs and 
Heruls infiltrated aerpss the frontiers, they kcpt*apart in thei^- 
hut villages with their cattle and crops scratch^ from the 
earthy sustaining brute life as they had always sustained i^ 

Superstition, against which Justinian fouglit, stirred anew 
after the disaster, A witch'hunt began and found a witch in 
Theodora. “Surely she who hath given birth to no child," 
women confided to each other, “is accursed." Being accursed, 
she had brought the blight upon the city. Nay more, she had 
suckled upon evil and^cntrapped men by the wiles of her body. 
Had not the plague itself followed the course of her wandering 
through Asia, to enter Constantinople? And hearing this, 
Procopius wrote with hatred and envy in his secreted book, 
The Anecdotes: “There is no city of Asia where she did not 
offer her body for pay." 

Out of Hieron came one rumor that fed the superstition of 
the streets. Secluded and guarded, Theodora’s court at Hieron 
had esca^ the pestilence; within it Buzes had disappeared; 
its walls concealed the aged exiled Antliemius. Now, the 
rumor said, a ten^year-old boy had appeared there. From the 
sea he came, and Theodora doted upon him, calling him by 
the name of an emperor, Anastasius. in reality the Augusta 
had sent secretly for her young grandson, born of the daughter 
she had left in Alexandria. Evidently she had risked bringing 
him to Hieron out of p]ague*ridden Egypt. * 

The r\imoT reached Justinian, as it was bound to reach 
hinv He would not speak of it, nor did he go again across the 
water to Hieron. He kept to his work-room and bis night 
vigils, but he did not have his old zeal for labor, Tired, bis 
heavy shoulders drooping and his articulation thickened by the 
disease, he faced the defeat of his plans. He had labored for 
the aggrandizement of his city. When he got up to stare from 
his window, he beheld the gleam of unfathomable stars in 


( 


VI: Coming of the Pour Horsemen 

S xkay aJ*ove the faint reflected light on the dome of Hagia 
iphia witn its gilt crescent. (• 

Justinian Kad a way of invoking littl^ things to aid him. 
That autumn at the close of All Saipts’ Day—long after 
Vespers—he returned from the prayers in the great church to 
his window. Removing his purple mantle, he rested a while. 

There was a slight alteration, a difference in the darkness 
of the Mes6’s end where the night patrol waited. Lights were 
advancing, dancing or blown by the wind. Voices rose and 
chimed in quick cadence. The street was still deserted at night, 
but many feet trod stones as if hurrying and slapping down. 
Justinian recognized the tread of sandals in cadence, and the 
voices intoning a Jubilus. 

The brethren of Tlie Sleepless, emerging from the Studion, 
were challenging the stricken dty. Jubilate Deo . . . omnts 
terra. With the tapers flickering in their hands, their heads 
invisible in cowls, they swung past the Augusteum toward the 
harbor. Jubilate Deo. 

When Justinian faced bis ministers again, he had written 
a fresh Novella. As usual, it was rather naive and stffj^sing to 
the listeners. “If these monks with blessed souls pray for the 
Empire, the army will be more united, the prosperity of the 
state greater, the agriculture and commerce more flourishing 
under the assured loving-kindness of God. . . 

By Christmas it was clear that the man in the Daphne 
meant to carry on his plans, as if there had been no pestilence 
or famine. 

There would be no forgiveness for taxes. Where revenues 
failed, death duties would make up the correct amount. Where 
transport had broken down, the provincial curials would re¬ 
store it, maintain the roads, and furnish food and forage to 
passing armies. Where old industries had failed, as in the 
production of silk, state monopolies would cany them on. 

As for the wars, the Persian invasion must be checked, the 
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lost Petra recovered, and the reconquest of Italy c^cd to iU 
end. \ 9 

The disorder of the eastern coasts and the penetration of 
barbarians across the^lower Danube would be Aet by a ne>% 
Prefecture of the !sles» to operate from the seas and to have 
new Beets manned by the factions of impoverished coast towns^ 
As soon as possible one fleet would voyage to Spain to capture 
the trading ports as far as the Cates of the ocean. In Egypt, 
numbed by the pestilence, new irrigation would be channeled 
from the flow of the Nile. 

Ir) Ravenna, ravaged by the wars—in which the Goths had 
taken to arms again-«-[ustinian meant to erect a new great 
church. It would be, like the Hagia Sophia, a dedication of 
their effort, a symbol of a new Christian world. It would be 
dedicated, besides, to St. Vitalis- 
Now, this call to achievement in Christmas of 542 is hardly 
the stubbornness of a stupid man. Many of his people, 
Procopius among them, held him to be a madman who had 
taken ^ heed of the coming of the Four Horsemen of the 
Apocalypse. 

There was, however, a method in Justinian's seeming mad- 
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1 VOYAGE INTO SPACE 

y TUCdL PASS LEISURE many Constantinopolitans read 
Lucian, a satirist ot ancient Rome. Apparently they gave less 
heed to Vergil, the panegyrist of the Augustan age. Lucian 
wrote while the Romans were still bent on exploration, after 
Trajan, but before the collapse of the third Christian century, 
and £nong his writings there was A True Story which relates, 
in Lucian's manner, a remarkable voyage of his own, 

A Tm« Story told of his venture with fifty companions in a 
pinnace out to the unknown western ocean. There they dis¬ 
covered an unusual island. In searching it, they came upon 
a weathered bronze plaque bearing the name of Dionysius. A 
footprint of the god remained visible b the sand. It led them to 
a river in which flowed wine instead of water—wbe as refresh- 
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ing as Chian. Because the explorers became intoxinted whe^ 
they ate the fish of^lhis river, they tempered the wine-fish, as 
it were, with fish frAm natural water. The soured of the river 
proved to be a fore^^t of grape trees, with bodies of lovely 
living women rising from the trunks. “All of them lik? 
Daphne turning into a tree when Apollo is just catching her^ 
They cried out in pain when we plucked the grapes growing 
from their hair, yet they greeted us, some speaking Indian but 
most of them Greek. They actually wanted u$ to embrace 
them, and two of my comrades did $0, but could not get away 
again.” 

On leaving the island of the grape-tree sirens, Lucian's vessel 
was suddenly picked up from the sea by a whirlvvnd. A strato¬ 
spheric wind then bellied its sail, driving it upward for seven 
days and seven nights to an island in space from which they 
could look down on the mountains and seas, of their own 
earth. On venturing inland they were met and arrested by 
the Vulture Dragoons—“men riding large vultures: you can 
judge of their size by the fact that the mast of a large merchant¬ 
man irnolongerthan the smallest of their quills.” 

The Vulture Dragoons agreed to take cate of the Romans, if 
they would aid these flying dragoons in their war with 
Phaeton, King of the Sun-people. “For the sun is inhabited 
as well as the moon.” The war began in a quarrel over coloniz¬ 
ing the Morning Star. The Dragoons expected allies from the 
Great Bear, fifty thousand Volplaners, or light infantry who 
used their cloaks as sails. * 

The hostile Sun King, however, was served by very large 
spiders summoned from the Zodiac. By spinning a web be¬ 
tween the Sun and the Morning Star, these engineer spiders 
laid down a track for the infantry, several millions strong, of 
the Sun. Not to mention the dog-faces from the Dog Star. 

The memorable battle that followed in space resulted in 
such slaughter that the blood dyed red the clouds beneath— 
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' ^'as red as when the sun is setting in our country.” Lucian’s « 
space allieJ were celebrating a glorious victory when they were 
beset by the Cloud Centaurs, giants upon^A/inged horse bodies. 
Ludan would not tell the numbers of. these Centaurs, le$t 
'his word be doubted, but they were led by the Archer of the 
Zodiac. Sad to relate, the Romans and their allies were over¬ 
whelmed by these winged Centaurs in the very act of setting 
up a monument to their victory. Lucian and his companions 
found themselves captives of the space half-men, bound s^ 
curely by spider webs. “I have never told a lie,” Lucian as¬ 
sured his readers, ''that I know of.” 

Modern readers of science Action would 6nd sometliing 
familiar in his description of the Moon-people. The in¬ 
habitants of the chiil moonscape were hairless beings who 
nourished themselves oti the smoke of cookii^ fires and drank 
only bquefied air, which sometimes fell in hail drops to our 
world. When Lucian’s vessel was wafted down to earth at last, 
it came to rest in good sailing weather far out on the ocean, 
and it found its first mooring in the lovely Elysian Field. 
Anatole France might have described in much thd^ame way 
this abode of the blessed whither no Stoics had found their 
way as yet. The veterans of the Trojan War gathered there. 
The immortal Homer explained to Lucian the truth of his 
life—that he was really a Babylonian captive (homaros) and 
not at all blind; nor had he written the Iliad. The peace of the 
Elysian Field was disturbed by Helen, who was carried oif 
to be raped with her own consent. When Lucian wept at 
parting from them, the Elysians all called to him; ”You’ll 
be back again.” 

Now A True Story may be a satire upon exploration of the 
unknown. But its battles are realistic affairs with weapons and 
tactics much in evidence; the whole of it reflects mythical 
forces beyond Roman knowledge, an awareness of Centaur¬ 
like archers and Hyperboreans who dwell in the limbo be¬ 
yond the north wind, Lucian, in that last bright age of the old 
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Empire, had heard of hal('legendary Scythians who dwelt un^ 
der th c north wind. ^ 

In Constant!nopR^ nearly four centuries later there was no 
such illusion about thf ends of the earth. From tihe steppes o(^ 
the Caspian had come Boa, no Amaaon princess, but a very 
real queen of the Sabirean Huns, to visit and be impressed by» 
Justinian. Cosmas the shipmaster had fared b«ck from 
Ceylon to describe not the wonders of that island, but ib 
trade. From the headwaters of the Nile, a Brother Julian 
reported the baptism of the Nubian King, who wore a crown 
of feathers and traveled in a chair of gold on the shoulders 
of his slaves. Julian was one of Theodora's monhs, and a fresh 
news bulletin was hung in the Augusteum: • 

Audience with c Nubien King-~W#ird Efitfueffe of a 
Jungle Court- 

# 

In Constantinople those who labored at “the science of 
governing the barbarians’' were mapping the peoples of the 
farthe^ regions. They had need of exact information. 

Oddly enough, just then mystery lay thickest about the lost 
island of Britain, No observer seems to have found his way 
there to return alive. A legend arose of a Charon-like ferrying 
of spirits to and from Brittia (which might have been Brit^ny, 
on the mainland), Fishermen, the legend stated, were $um« 
moned by unseen visitors at night to row across to this shore 
of mystery. 

"However, they see no one in their boat. When they pbt in 
to the shore of Brittia, their boats suddenly become light. They 
say they hear a voice on the island calling the names of the 
passengers. If the passenger is a woman, the voice calls the 
name of the husband she had during life. When they depart 
the Sshermen find their skiffs riding high on the waves, and 
they go back at speed." 

Behind this tale there is a suggestion of Roman refugees 
stealing across the Channel from the haunts of the savage 
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Angles aqjd Saxons->Ianding perhaps wtiere friends waited 
for them. Byt the truth is not to be kj^own. Venturesome 
monks, however, arrived from Ireland t'b visit the Egyptian 
jnonasteries.ljnd to carry back illuminated missals with them. 
^The influence of eastern artists soon appeared in the work of 
.Ireland’s monasteries, and the Book of Kells reveals Byzantine 
design mingled with Celtic.) The informant nearest Britain 
seems to have been a bishop surviving in the Rhineland, and 
from him Justinian demanded the names of all peoples 
subject to the Prankish kings. 

Eighteen hundred miles separated the informative bishop on 
the Rhine from the good Hunnish Qu^n Boa on the Volga. 
Eighteen hundred miles, that is, as the crow flies, No way¬ 
farer on foot, not eveh an Irish monk, could make the journey 
from one to the other, because between them lay a welter of 
savage folk, lords and despoilers of the hinterland. 

That vast hinterland had been the bane of ancestral Rome. 
The early Caesars had tried the “divide and rule" policy of 
setting hval warlike forces against each other, while enlisting 
tribal fighting men as “allies." Constantinople Had barely 
averted the danger of Germanizing its armies in this manner. 
Justiniari's immediate predecessors had been careful to enlist 
barbarians only to serve under Roman officers, never under 
their own kings. These emperors of Constantinople tried to 
maintain a delicate counterpoise of power beyond the frontiers 
by inviting strong tribal leaders to the city as allies, while 
welcoming also defeated claimants to the barbaric kingships. 
They tried to keep a balance between outer forces in power 
and forces in revolt. Justinian himself had experimented with 
this under Justin, and he realized that it was a losing pme. 

He brooded over it until he arrived at a simple convic¬ 
tion, It was useless, in the end, to bring barbarians into the 
Empire. But why not bring the Empire out to all the barbaric 
peoples of the West? If he could no longer "divide and rule," 
he might penetrate and control 
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It was one of those simple ideas that occur to many person? 
in ages of cultural uplift^ and they talk about doing it> bu^ 
actually do nothing because it appears, obviously, to be im¬ 
possible. Justinian said very little about it; he merely started 
to do it. 

Not that he abandoned the “divide'* policy on occasion. The 
intractable Gepids were crushed by the Henils, who were 
broken in due time by the Lombards. The gifted Germanus 
worked along the frontiers to accomplish this. But the 
limitanei defense forces had been withdrawn little by little 
from the frontiers. 

Justinian knew it could not be accomplished by war, The 
historian Menander, who took up the work of tfie more poetic 
Agathias, said: “The Basileus understood that inevitably, 
whether the Avars were victors or vanquished, Rome would 
alwayTfind more of them before her.** 

Justinian was not content to keep the children of Hunnic or 
Germanic rulers at his court as hostages; he sent them to 
school. Mundus was a graduate of such schooling. Hermogenes 
served as master of ofhees. Belisarius himself graduated from 
the Strategium. The city became more of a melting pot than 
ever. 

In abandoning the armed frontiers, Justinian mea»t to 
launch the well-being of the city far into the steppes of the 
nomads and the forests of the Europeans. The security of 
planned agriculture, the order of universal laws, the uplift of 
trade—all these could be transplanted from the citadel of the 
world-state into the wastes of the hinterland. In his ^ooemium 
to the Institutes of law, he spoke of “Africa and other prov¬ 
inces without, number . , . bearing witness to our dominion.” 

This dominion of the visionary Justinian may well have 
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been described more than three centuries before him. Oddly 
enough th£ rpaster of Constantinople wa^ond of reading the 
maxims of philosophic Marcus Aurelius. He often quoted 
. jhem. Almost certainly he had read the, panegyric to Marcus 
Aurelius by the Greek Adius Aristides, Within it there is a 
description, rather imaginary, cf a better M/orld: **Now the 
whole world, laying aside its ancient dress of iron armor . . . 
keeps holiday. The cities have abandoned their old quarrels 
. , . they blaze with brightness. Beacon fires of friendship 
rise on the outer plains. The fires of war are gone as if blown 
out by a wind beyond the lands. ... You have made into 
reality the saying of Homer that the ea/th belongs to all, for 
you have mettd out benefits to the world, bridled rivers with 
bridges, cut carriage'roads through the mountains, set out* 
po$b in the deserts, and civilized human life by bringing to 
it settlement .and discipline.” 

Nothing could have appealed more to Justinian, who relished 
flamboyant praise. The critical part of his mind, however, 
realized why this world of the Antonines had failed. But could 
not he succeed where Marcus Aurelius had failedrHe had a 
deep sense of his responsibility, and a new source of hope 
deepened the responsibility: there was Christianity. And Isaiah 
related: *‘But th^ who wait for the Lord shall renew their 
strength** It was Justinian’s peculiarity that he took the words 
of the Scriptures literally, although he did not understand 
them very well. 

H^d not the sun itself stood still in the sky only on the one 
day when Joshua prayed? Tlie story of Joshua, the prophet who 
took upon himself the responsibility of Moses, was a favorite 
of the time. A manuscript called the Joshua Roll adorned 
with most lifelike sketches has survived. In these Joshua 
himself appears as an ordinary Roman captain in half helmet 
and kilt. He meets another officer without helmet, but with 
wings—and he throws himself down in reverence before the 
strange captain of the Host of the Lord. That an angel of God 
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should step from ordinary gate would not have seemed 
remarkable to Just^ian, who wrote of victories‘granted t>y 
Heaven.” Nor wouad he doubt that the drean'^ world of the 
pagan Marcus Aurelius could be made real by»the power of 
the Lord. ^ • 

He set himself to achieve it, however, by very practical 
means. To win over a distant primitive people, the first step 
was to send out experienced traders from Constantinople. 
These pioneers carried useful tools as well as impressive 
luxuries and tokens from the Emperor. They brought back 
accurate information about the unknown folk. 

Then a mission of monks or priests journeyed out. These 
might cairy«baptisma1 robes, but their purpos^vwas more to 
make friends than to make converts. The venturesome monks 
carried medicine; they tilled ground in a new way for seed; 
out of clay they made bricks, and out of bricks they built a 
church. Tliis served as medical dispensary, coundl hall, and 
beginning of communal life. The missionaries of Constant!* 
nople were instructed to work chiefly among the barbarian 
wom?n, \Ao in turn infiuenced the children. If they survived 
the pioneering stage, they stayed at their posts—reporting 
progress to the man in the Daphne—and often managed to 
persuade the local chieftain to make the journey to the city of 
civilization with his family. Usually the chieftain consented to 
leave his elder sons in the city for schooling;, and if they re^ 
turned to the wilderness to rule, the sons brought their people 
a step nearer to Constantinople. • 

jfustinian was the first to use this missionary diplomacy. It 
carried the prestige of the Empire far afield. \^en Belisarius 
was occupied with the Vandals, he took care to bestow in¬ 
signia from Justinian on the tribes of the Sahara, and in later 
years the Kabyles called themselves "slaves of the Emperor's 
majesty.” 

Missions went out to neglected peoples who had known 
Christian ritual. A bishop journeyed to the Crimea to build 
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a church for the forgotten Cotbs and ChersoniteSf once allies 
ot the Ca^ars. Even in the stress of the plague, the Christian 
Arab» Harith,^was honored in Constantinople. The invisible 
frontier was Attending beyond the outposts of the armies, In 
fne end Menander wrote; “without wax, Justinian has de* 
stroycd barbarism/’ 

In the almost impenetrable desert of the Nejd, a certain 
Kayis ruled the trib^ as the Emperor's man, Kayis sent his 
son to Constantinople and received a written set of laws which 
must have troubled him to carry out in that nomadic waste* 
land. Eventually Kayis resigned his rule to be appointed Con* 
stantinople’s moderator for Palestine. ^ 

Trade follc\wcd policy into these far horizons, Friendly 
Abyssinians crossed die Ked Sea to the coast of southern 
Arabia, to the Hiniyarites—launching their ships thence to 
voyage to Ceylon (described by Cosmas), the junction point 
of sea traffic with the unreachable Land of Silk. At Ceylon the 
Abyssinian merchants tried to lade precious cargoes of silk for 
Justinian. They were prevented by Persian agents, who bought 
up the silk as soon as vessels arrived from China. * 

But it was vital for Constantinople to open up the route of 
the river Nile, to Axoum, the city of the Negus in the cloudy 
mountains of Abyssinia. From the unknown headwaters of the 
river came the familiar ivory and slaves and the more im* 
portant papyrus and gold. Axoum would be the junction of the 
hoped'for route, mainly by water, from Constantinople to 
Indi^ 

Yet the way to Axoum was beset by swarming, primitive 
peoples, by the People of the Waters above the second cata¬ 
ract, and the wild Blemyes in the eastern hills. The rude 
Christianity of early days had yielded to demon worship, and 
the ruins of Philae served as a shrine to Isis. It was a hard way 
for missioners to travel, to open the river; still Justinian sent 
them, with gifts, to Sitko, monarch of the People of the 
Waters. 
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John of Ephesus^relates the curious happening oj that yc^, 
540. The good Bi^op John was devoted to ^is "merciful 
Queen" Thcodora^who was far from meraful—and his 
story may be colored J)y his loyalty to her. For tMs was the ea^t 
of Theodora's monks» and she sent in haste one of them. 
Brother Julian, to overtake the mission of the Emperor. Thp 
blessed Julian and his fellows sent ahead of them a letter of 
the Augusta to the ruler of Thebes, the last outpost of civiliza¬ 
tion on the way up the Nile. This letter demanded that the 
Thebans delay the ambassadors of Justinian by pretexts until 
Brother Julian could pass. 

Thus it happened that when the Emperor’s mission arrived, 
the duke of Thebes explained that they must aH rest while he 
gathered animal transport for them, with guides. When the 
monk Julian appeared at the guard post of Thebes, he was 
given forthwith the horses and escort, to spficd him on his 
way, while the duke of Thebes explained to the ambassadors 
that Julian's party carried them off by force. In this manner, 
Juliaft fared beyond the cataracts to the armed followers of 
Sitko the lung, whom Julian instructed “in many things" and 
baptized in the faith of “the one true God," 

Theodora’s touch fell as far as this wilderness of dark cliffs 
and isolated people. They were the converts of her Eastern 
Church. Justinian's embassy, however, made use of its gifts 
to turn Sitko against the Blemyes of the hills. A Roman de¬ 
tachment made a demonstration up the winding river from 
'Thebes, but the People of the Waters drove the Blernjte far 
from the river. The way was open to the Christians at Axoum, 
In his triumph. Sitko carved a Ibgend on the wall of the 
abandoned temple of the Blemyes: "I am he who gives no rest 
to his foes; I am a lion to those below me on the river, and a 
panther to those above me.’* 

On the lovely isle of Philae, the worshippers of Isis were 
driven out, and in the ruins a church of the Nile was con¬ 
secrated. 
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, This im^erium of Justinian was a fiagile thing, hardly moie 
than one ma^'s wish. It offered a rule bwlaw. Its center was 
marked not by the Golden Milestone, but iy the Hagia Sophia, 
^onks went But in advance of its ambassadors. It had aban* 
doned—and forever—the concept of the populusqM 

Rom^ua. There was no longer—and never would be again— 
a Roman emperor, Menander, in his summing up after Justin* 
fan’s death, called him by a Greek word, BaHleus, which 
means a king who is vicar of Christ. 


^ # MIRACLE AT EDESSA 

When the pestilence died down in Syria early in 544, 
Khusrau appea^d from the Euphrates with his Persian army 
of invasion. There was no Christian army and no Belisarius to 
stand in his way. Unhindered, he made for Edessa. 

Antioch had been the Queen City of the East, and Edessa 
was the fortress of the eastern frontier. Justinian had strength* 
ened its citadel and engineered its river around it. If Edessa 
fell, the whole of that weak frontier would collapse. Aside from 
its natural strength, the city cherished a legend. Once its lord 
Abgar had written a letter inviting Jesus to come to Edessa. 
In the course of time the tradition of the letter had grown 
into the legend that Jesus had entered the streets of the city, 
thereby protecting it forever from enemies such as the Per¬ 
sians. Khusrau, being the personi6cation of a victorious King 
of kings (Sfu2h-irt*$hdh), accepted the legend as a challenge to 
capture this fortress of the Christians, and there was no ap¬ 
parent reason why he should not do so. 

At least when ^e elderly physician Stephen—who had tu> 
tored Khusrau as a boy—came out to ask what terms the 
Persian would give the Edessans, he answered in mockery. 
Unless the Edessans admitted armed Persians to ransack their 
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city, he would maSe it into pasture for his sheep and make 
slaves of them. The^, instead of attacking the waif, he set lu$ 
engineers to builditig an approach ramp to rTs summit, to 
throw his armed masses into it. Tl^e ramp rose inexorably 
nearer and liigher. It'was no mound of earth, but a broad in¬ 


cline of trimmed tree trunks, wciglitcd by boulders, set witji 
earth, and surfaced by beams roped into place. Mantlets of 
tough goatskins shielded t)ie workers on the ramp from mil- 
siles. and Persian cavalry protected them from sallies by the 
besieged. When the Edessans, in desperation, tried to build 
up the parapet of their wall in front of the ramp, the Persians 
raised the ramp's incline quite easily. 

There was something inevitable in the slow approach of the 
wooden roadway to the summit of the wall. The artisans and 
peasants of the dty could not hold tlie parapet against an 
armored column pouring up the ramp. The three officers from 
Constantinople (two of them Persian by birth) realized this. 
One of them, Peter by name, ordered a tunnel to be excavated 
and run out beneath the ramp. The tunnel shaft advanced far 
before th^ Persian workers detected the sound of digging and 
began to countermine it. 

Peter liad to abandon the attempt to collapse the ramp. The 
Edcssans blocked up their tunnel end with masonry. As a last 
resort they turned to chemicals. Swiftly they widened the end 
of their sap, shoring the excavation with beams. They filled 
up the mine with loose timbers, sacks of bitumen, and sulphur 
lumps. Pouring in oil of cedar, they Bred this pyre benedth the 
earth. It flamed with intense heat, burning through the sup¬ 
porting beams. 

The furnace ignited the framework of the ramp. Outer air 
penetrated the blazing pit, and sulphurous smoke rose from 
the surface of the ramp. To deceive the Persian engineers, the 
Edcssans threw firepots and torcl)es on top the work. But when 
Khusrau came up at daybreak to inspect the mystifying smoke 
and heat, he realized that the huge ramp had been hred from 
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t^neath. He summoned his army to defuge the work with 
water from the river. The water, howivcr, intensified the 
fumes from the chemicals. 

^ 'Then was*the King of kings confounded in his mind," the 
Edessans reported. "For a choking steam arose, driving his 
men away. The great work fell into charred ruins while poison* 
ous fumes hung over it." 

Enraged, Khusrau ordered the ruin bricked over and sent 
his people to attack the walls. "But day after day the sun* 
worshippers were defeated. Peasants and even women and 
children aided in pouring burning oil on them. After that the 
host of the enemy went away." 

The tidings of the saving of Edessa seemed miraculous to 
those who waited fof news in Constantinople. To the hard- 
pressed Justinian it appeared to vindicate his hopes. His line 
of castella had^guarded the East. His chemicals of the Greek 
fire experiments had aided the defenders of Ede&sa. At once he 
sent envoys to discuss a truce with iChustau, and the next 
year it was agreed on. For five years the Persians would p^^rve 
peace except in the Caucasus. As compensation to^lGiusrau’s 
pride a yearly sum of three hundredweight of gold would 
be paid him by Constantinople. This small amount was no 
more than a token payment. 

There was an odd personal incidence in (he agreement be¬ 
tween the Christian and the Sassanian monarch. Kliusrau 
asked for the loan of Tribunus, a skilled Greek physician then 
in Palestine. In exchange he asked tliat Justinian receive 
back the refugee philosophers from the schools of Athens, who 
had grown homesick—and Khusrau requested that Justinian 
would treat them with mercy. To this Justinian agreed, and 
kept his word. It is said that the chivalrous Sassanian rewarded 
Tribunus for his services by a gift of the liberty of three 
thousand Christian captives. 

Justinian had what he needed most, peace with the other 
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civilized state. He h^d never meant to challenge the strength 
of Persia, which serW as a hanier to the westw;ftd moving 
hordes of Asia. And in 545 his greatest problei^ lay in Italy. 

A 
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0 dsepeninj:; of the darkness 

Perhaps the heritage guarded most jealously by Constanti' 
nople was that of the artists. Here they maintained ancient, 
Hellenistic standards while working in a new manner with 
fresh urgency, The city of course offered them a haven, with 
the appreciatioTi of connoisseurs, and the stress of the time 
stined them to greater efforts. Under* thdr hands a new, 
Byzantine art began to take shape. 

It originated in the churches, but it extended swiftly to the 
homes of the populace. Around the altar space of a church, 
stonecutters laid marble over bricks, silversmiths set screens, 
mosa^sts brought life to the sanctuary walls; into the shrines 
of homes went carved ivory plaques and painted tryptiches, 
and mosaic miniatures—an altar in little. Pilgrims carried 
delicate ampullae of favorite saints incased in crystal; women 
girdled themselves with woven gold from which—or from 
pendants at their throats—hung medallion scenes of the holy 
figures. 

For this was a Christian art, advancing from the first crude 
imagery, and moving away from its Hellenistic models Be¬ 
fore this the favorite stories, whether painted or carved, had 
been the adventures of Noah or Jonah or the sacrifice of 
Abraham. Now the populace demanded stories of deliverance, 
of the raising of Lazarus, and above all the image of the 
Theotokos, the Mother of God. In the Hagfa Sophia itself, 
where St. Michael the Healer had dominated the walls, the 
figure of Mary was appearing. These simple figures were riot 
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reinforced as yet by celestial imagcTy. TVe fine likeness of St. 
John Chr/^ostom—a patron of Constanti(iJople—seemed to be 
a life-portraif against a gold background/In Salonika, Demc' 
• trius stands m his church between two very human sponsors; 
The three are alike in reality as well as ^n their robes, yet the 
skill of the artist renders the youthful Demetrius in some way 
different. 

In the illumination of the manuscripts—^nd this, with ivory 
carving, became a passion with the artists of Constantinople— 
a new vigor in drawing departs from the Greek. Tlie full colors 
of the Pompdi palette yield to suggestive hues. At the same 
time the small sketches begin to illustrate the text rather than 
merely provide a decoration, The eastern custom of giving a 
narrative m scenes continues. A reader opening the Joshua 
Roll might follow the adventures of his hero without reading 
a word. And often in a single scene the same person performs 
three acts. This appeals to the popular mind, which no longer 
takes pleasure in the heroic poems or satires of Roman days. 
People torn to the earthly adventures of an Akiitas or the tales 
of that Syrian slave, Aesop. His Wise Mouse and other marvel¬ 
ous animals seem to appeal more than the ancient heroes, 
aided by the gods, of the Iliad. Aesop emerged from the 
twilight of the ancient gods. 

That twilight was deepening into night. Even in Con¬ 
stantinople the man in the street could no longer read the 
Iliad. A message from the palace to the streets had to be trans* 
lated'into the vulgar spoken Greek. John of Lydia might 
lecture in the eloquent Latin of Ovid, but only the law students 
understood him. Belisarius remarked that the recruits drilling 
in the square of the Strategium no longer grasped the Latin 
words; they answered to the cadence of commands. In the 
ordeal of the city its humanity found a voice in the common 
speech, in the jests of Aesop, in marching songs, and in the 
dianting of the Trisagion. 

Oddly enough, just then, the learned Cassiodorus—who had 
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dreamed of mcllowibg Gothic strength by Roman wisdom—; 
forswore his own “Effected eloquence.” He took ^refuge in 
monastic life on his” family estate at Squillace, overlooking 
the Italian shore. "TTiep he kept the comfort of Roman bath^ 
and fishponds, but with a sense of urgency he gave up copying 
Latin manusciipts-^”The Divine Letters”—to write down a, 
simple heritage for his fellow refugees, the Psalms with his 
comments and the religious history of Eusebius. 

Learning was dying out to the west of Cassiodorus. Some 
writing was done in the school of St. Martin's at Tours; there 
was no more than a grammar school at Massilia (Marseille) 
on that far coast. Where the Irish pilgrim monks went and 
what they did in memory of thdr St. Patrick, rm one rightly 
knew. (Not yet had St. Columban brdught Celtic wisdom 
into the mountains of the untaught Franks.) With each gen¬ 
eration the stock of knowledge lessened; the pupils of an aged 
man could only repeat what he had told them. Youth turned 
to the stronger life of barbarism and the need of cultivating 
the figjds. On the height of Mt- Casinum, the aging Benedict 
of Nursia taught his fellow refugees a rule to follow: laborare, 
orare. In their seclusion, the hours of field work must match 
the hours of prayer. Asceticism alone was not enough. 

Few tidings from such survival centers in the West 
reached Constantinople. They came from the coasts; the in¬ 
terior of the European continent was dimming out, Monastic 
communities retreated to the safety of the mountains. In the 
decaying cities, invaders occupied the patrician halls, ^hile 
the older families, half-educated half slaves, found nooks in 
the deserted streets. The most deadly danger was t)ie lethargy 
that kept survivors from trying to repair what had been broken 
down. (Over this spreading stagnation the great Theodosius 
had sought to throw his fabric of a Christian empire. Tlie poets 
said of him that hU life ^lay like a ruined sea wall within the 
barbarian tide.”) 
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If Justinian was to extend his new empire outward, Con* 
stanfinopic must control all the peninsula of Italy. Without 
that* as he had discovered* he could not regain touch with lost 
Gaul and tlft Province. Without Sicily, his ships could not 
make the voyage to the coast of Spain. His unalterable ded* 
^ion was to win the war with the Coths. 

For the war had flared up after the pestilence like wind¬ 
blown embers. Near-famine led the Roman commanders to 
take refuge in the cities* while Gothic hosts roamed the coun¬ 
tryside. The planners in Constantinople made the decisive 
mistake of sending a civilian government with a praetorian 
prefect to administer the war-torn land.^In particular the Logo- 
thete, the chHf economist, was a skilled revenue-getter, Alexan¬ 
der, nicknamed the' Scissors for his knack of clipping gold 
from coins. Alexander carried into Italy the tax-rolls for bygone 
years and anprder to collect them. Failing inevitably to do 
this, Alexai^der withheld some of the army pay. Lacking 
money, the army commanders milked supplies from the lean 
cities, and their men began to desert to the Goths, who had 
gold. One of the generals, Constantian* wrote to Justinian that 
they could no longer hope to withstand the Goths. A diron- 
icier wrote down: ‘'What the generals had won was lost by the 
governors.” 

Far from the scene in Constantinople, Justinian could not 
fight the forces of disintegration in Italy. As so often before, 
he called on Count Belisarius to do it for him. He restored 
two'thirds of the soldier's confiscated property and brushed 
aside all accusation of conspiracy. “You are the best judge 
of your actions in the past. Now we dismiss all charges agaiuit 
you. Let your actions, henceforth, show the truth of your feel¬ 
ings toward us.” 

Theodora agreed. And as usual she had the final word with 
Belisarius. In a meeting alone with her he agreed to betroth 
his half-grown daughter Joannina to her youthful grandson, 
Anastasius. As they had no other children, the maniage would 
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join together two grdt fortunes and protect the children. For 
Theodora anticipated that it would earn the bitten»aniinositJ 
of Antonina, as in the event it did. 

On his part, Justinian showed his old jealousy and his 
chronic begrudging of'money. Belisarius' comitatus was no? 
restored to him, nor his old rank of Autocrator. The great 
soldier departed with the minor rank of Cornea Stabuli-^' 
count of the Stables (the constable of later days). He made 
no objection* and Justinian relaxed his rule against mobilua* 
tion of the people—allowing fielisaiius to recruit what men 
he could in the hardy Thracian and Dalmatian provinces on 
his way to Italy, and at his own cost. The treasury of Con* 
stantinople was almost empty. , 

In consequence, Belisarius arrived in^ Italy in 544 at the 
head of several thousand ha)f-anned Balkan peasants. And be 
found his old enemies rejuvenated under a young leader 
who had all the tenacity of Vitigis witliout any of his failings. 


$ BELISARIUS AND TOTILA 

Totila emerged from the wrack of defeat to unite and in- 
spire the brooding Gothic warriors. He jeered at their failings 
and called them forth to trust in the Lord and to fight. Like 
Hannibal in somewhat similar circumstances, Totila kept away 
from the walls of Rome-^nd the other cities where tho im¬ 
perial commanders-^Bessas, Constantinian, and Bloody John 
—shut themselves up. He did not waste his s^vordsmen in 
sieges, but led them out of the devastated north to food in the 
southland. 

As Hannibal had done—and Belisarius tried to do—Totila 
showed only tolerance to the native Italians. In battle be was 
cruel as any barbarian king. Noblewomen taken captive at 
Cumae found unexpected chivalry in him. When the men of 
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Naples begged bim for a monih’s truce ^ consider surrender, 

the twenty'Odd*year*o]d Totila granted tnem three months_ 

and they surCendeied the city that was t^e vital seaport ot the 
Romans. Fee the first time the Goths began building a fleet, 

carry the war out to the sea lanes thf.t supplied the Roman 
garrisons. 

* Tradition relates that the dynamic leodcr of the Goths 
visited the aged Benedict at Mt. Casinum, and heard the 
prophecy of Benedict, that he would go upon the sea, and 
enter Rome, but would reign for no more than nine yean. 
However this may have been, Totila treated the monies with 
respect. 

In moving, up from Naples to Rome, Totila sent messages 
in advance. Placards appeared in the streets of the imperial 
city; they asked the citizens if the rule of Justinian had been 
as beneficial as that of the great Theodoric or the queenly 
Amabsuntha.’Did the citizens enjoy having Greeks for over* 
lords? Did they not pay out taxes to Alexander the Scissors 
and profits to the mercenary general Bessas, who sold them 
back requisitioned grain? (This was true enough;*Bes^s had 
commandeered the com supply to stand a siege, but took gold 
from those who could still pay for grain.) 

Despite this guise of a tolerant king-to bc, however, Totila 
waged savage warfare against Roman forces in the open coun* 
try. His Gothic host became too strong to defeat, and Totila 
kept it in the open. In his marches an array of captured Roman 
standards followed him. He contented himself with closing 
the roads into Rome while his new warcraft blockaded the 
ports of the Tiber’s mouth. 

While he waited for hunger to take effect on the dispirited 
prrison and populace, Totila learned that Belisarius had ap* 
pea red in the northeast at Pola. The name of Belisarius had 
become a legend in the land. As Khusrau had done in the East, 
Totila sent at once to discover what actual force followed 
the conqueror from Constantinople. He forged a letter, as if 
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from a Roman officer, speeding it in tlic liancls of trained 
observers to Pola. They returned to report that Bclftarius waj 
training only the fragment of an anny, 

% 

To explain what followed in Italy it is said that Belisariu? 
lacked his old mastery in command, lhat is not tnic^^at 
least until the test of the bridge on the Tiber. He moved on' 
to Ravenna and sent spearheads inland to relieve the hemmed' 
in Roman garrisons. His Balkan recruits could not liold their 
ground against the mounted Goths. The other generals could 
notr or would not, manage to ur;ite to join him. Totila came 
up the ancient higliways with the impact of liglitiiing in a 
storm. ' ^ 

When Bclisarius took the measure of the forces opposed 
to him, he wrote one of his frank appreciations to Justinian. 
Its very frankness showed that they understood each other as 
of yore. “If it was only necessary to send Behtarius to Italy, 
you have accomplished it. lam in the midst of it here. If you 
wish to overcome your enemies, more must be done. A com- 
man3ermi2st have men to give him force. Above everything 
1 have need of my own comitatus, and next to it a really large 
strength in Huns and other fighting barbarians, and enough 
money to pay them.” 

He gives the reasons for Justinian to analyze. The small 
following he himself picked up on the way, the lack of spirit 
in the Roman garrisons after many defeats—“men have been 
seen to throw away their weapons and abandon their horses 
in flight”—the impossibility of raising money any longer in 
Italy. Tins matter of failure to pay the soldiers weighed heavily 
on Bclisarius, and he explains why. “We cannot impose our 
orders on them now, for the debt has taken away our right to 
command. And you ought to know that many of them have 
deserted to the enemy." 

He sent John with the letter to the Daphne. But John, who 
had ambitions of his own, lingered in the capital to make an 
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advantageous marriage with a daughter o^Germanus, who was 
growing iv influence. Perhaps Theodora had a hand in that, 

Left to hi^own devices, Belisarius abandoned the land for 
the sea. PicWng up vessels on his way, he cruised down to the 
^outh of tlie Adriatic, recovered the-^ort of Otranto (Hy- 
druntum), and added stranded garrisons to his force. Leam* 
'ing that Totila liad tightened the stranglehold on Rome, Beli* 
sarius crossed to Sicily and leaded a flotilla with grain. While 
hb fighting dromonds scattered the light vesseb of the Goths' 
blockade, Belisarius sailed his convoy into Portus at the Ti* 
ber’s mouth. There he was held in check for anxious days. 

Patrols sent from the port toward Rome were ambushed 
and slain by ^he Goths; sallies by the garrison from the walls 
of Rome were beaten back. Between the relief fleet and the 
beleaguered city waited the strength of the Goths and the wit 
of Totila. They had blocked the waterway of the Tiber with 
a fortified chain. Spies reported to Belisarius that above the 
chain stretched a bridge of boats boarded over arrd palisaded, 
the ends of the bridge being defended by strong log towers. 

The spies brought rumors of desperation inside the city. 
The hoarded grain was exhausted; a bushel of com sold for 
seven gold pieces. One man could not endure the crying of hb 
five children, begging for food; he led them away with him, 
to a Tiber bridge, where he wrapped his cloak around his head 
and leaped into the water while hb children watched, Starving 
families were stealing out of the gates carrying some belong' 
ingsi^to be tracked down, enslaved, or slain hy the Goths, 

Belisarius knew by experience what the situation rnust be 
within the dty. Totila, wiser than Vitigis, had not molested 
the farmlands, and so could gain food for his armed host, pay* 
ing for the supplies. T'here was something ironic in the well* 
^ being of the barbarians and the destitution of the forces of the 
Empire. Belisarius turned to his only resource, an attempt to 
force the passage of the river. He prepared for it hastily, but 
with his usual care. 



and 263 

Because the large|dromonds could not navigate the mud 
flats of the river, ligt.W skiffs were fitted with wocrfcn shield 
walls on the sides. Archers within them could r^e their bows 
through openings. Two barges were roped together, and a 
wooden siege tower wts raised on tliem, The summit of th^ 
tower held an odd contrivance, a small boat mounted on a 
slide and fllled with the combustibles of Constantinople: sul'^ 
phur, pitcli, and oil of turpentirie. 

Belisarius sent messages to warn Bessas within Rome of his 
move up the river, demanding that Bessas sally out to engage 
the Goths along the banks at the same time. The base at 
Portus, and his wife Antonina, he left in command of a cet* 
tain Isaac the Armenian, who had brought reinforcements 
from Constantinople, but had never served under the Magis* 
ter before. Lack of trained officen and battle-worthy troops 
handicapped Belisarius in his attempt. 

At the start a westerly breeze favored him, aiding the motley 
sailing craft to breast the current. Transports and skiffs and 
the floating tower forged up the winding Tiber, with the grain 
convey folia wing. They reached the heavy chain and broke it 
apart under protection of missiles from the guard skiffs. But 
the Goths were swarming down to the banks, manning the 
bridge of boats. Here began a confused struggle. The wind 
drove the head of the flotilla against the barrier, and the ves* 
sels piled up from bank to bank. 

However, the floating tower was towed against one of the 
land towers. When the two structures met, Roman engineers 
fired the combustibles in the tilted boat, and let go the flam- 
ing mass on the Goths defending the tower at the bridge end. 
The sulphurous fire killed the humans and spread through the 
tower. In panic the Goths on the bridge ran to the other 
shore. 

Many things liappened very quickly then. Totila himself 
appeared on the bank. There was no sign that the Roman 
army was advancing from the city. The sailing craft became 
s 
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jammed against the boat bridge. Whilf axmen severed tlie 
fopes binding the boats, the Goths can^ on to attach again. 
Even when through, the broken bridge, under tlie thrust 
of tUocurrcFt, held back the ships. Some say that in his great 
^tigue Belisarius suffered a stroke or ^ound, and could not 
speak. Others insist that he had a report tliat behind him 
Tortus had fallen to the enemy and his wife was captive. (Ac« 
tually Isaac the Armenian had disobeyed orders and had tried 
to pillage an abandoned camp, to be slain there by the Goths. ] 

In the end Bessas failed to bring support from Kome, and 
Totila threw new masses into the fight at the bridge. Belisar¬ 
ius signed for a retreat, and his flotilla made its way down the 
river to thejiarbor. 

News of the defeat broke down resistance in the dty. Some 
Isauriam in charge of a gate earned safety and gold by throw¬ 
ing it open to the Goths. The luckless Bessas gathered his 
cavalry togethT^r with a few senators to break out toward the 
coast. When Totila rode into the city, his warriors hunted the 
inhabitants through the streets. Survivors fled to Hadrian’s 
bridge, to sanctuary in the basilica of St. Peter. clanging 
of the bell in the tower summoned them thither, 

Totila crossed the bridge to the steps that led up to the clois¬ 
ter. On the steps a deacon, Pelagius, awaited him holding high 
the Scriptures, saying to him: Master, spare what is now 
yours. God has made us your servants. Spare the lives of your 
servants.” 

It*tock courage to confront the Goth in the tumult of mas¬ 
sacre. Pelagius had spent his wealth, and had done more than 
Bessas to defend the city. His plea touched the pride or inter¬ 
est of the young Goth. Totila allowed his followers to plunder 
as they wished, but gave order to cease the slaying and the vio¬ 
lation of women. 

A count of the survivors within the Church of Peter the 
Apostle came to a little more than five hundred. "To such 
fortune had fallen the Senate and the Roman People/’ 
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^ THE DESERTED CITY * 

♦ 

The imperial city of the pait had, in fact, ccnie to an end 
with the life-stream of its population, There was no longer 
significance, or even utility, iu the dry aqueducts, the cadaver- 
ou$ empty baths of the Caesars, or the weed-grown Greatest 
Circus. A poet of another generation would speak of these 
"bare bones of dead pleasures/' The few remaining patricians 
put on rough garments to join the plebeians in begging food 
at the doors of the Goths. Beyond reach of harm in Constan¬ 
tinople, Procopius sensed the change. "A very remarkable ex¬ 
ample of this change of fortune being Rustjgiana [among 
the beggars], who had been wife to Boethius, a woman for¬ 
merly accustomed to give her wealth to the poor” 

The Aureliarr circuit wall remained a possible fortification, 
or obstacle to the moving armies, Apparently Totila could not 
make up his mind what to do with Rome. He sent Pelagius— 
who had known Justinian in other years—with his Gothic en¬ 
voys to Constantinople, to negotiate a peace with the open 
offer to swear allegiance to Justinian as emperor on the part of 
the kingdom of the Goths—as in the time of Theodoric— 
at)d the implied threat to destroy Rome and march on Con¬ 
stantinople if the war went on. 

What Pelagius himself said to Justinian is not known. Jus¬ 
tinian answered that Belisarius had the power to make war or 
peace; Totila must negotiate with him. • 

Whereupon the victorious Goth prepared to carry out his 
threat in full. Tlie massive city gates were broken up, portions 
of the wall were torn down, and fuel was piled into the palatial 
structures around the Forum. Before the burning of the mon¬ 
uments began, a remarkable letter reached him from Belisar- 
ius, who lay ill of fever at the Tiber port. “Only men of wis¬ 
dom who understand civilization can create beauty in a city,” 
the letter related. “Only men who lack such understanding 
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can be expected to destroy its“ beauty, apd later generations 
judge'their character from their aejs, Among all cities, 
Rome is the^ost notable. It was not btiilt by the ability ot 
one man, bufby the skill of multitudes, little by little, during 
rf'long interval of time.'* « 

Tlie letter put a question to Totila. If he was defeated in 
the war, would he gain any advantage from razing Rome to 
the ground; if he won the war, would be profit from the d^ 
struction of his greatest city? As for Totila himselft "Your 
acts will decide your reputation." 

It seems that the monarch of the Goths reread the letter 
many times. Its concealed taunt may have touched his uncer* 
tain pride. Mote probably it merely intensified his own ir* 
resolution. Obviously he had no least wish to garrison such 
an amphitheater of a place, and he was needed elsewhere him¬ 
self. He did not have Belisarius’ patience in thinVdng a situa¬ 
tion through; Be could only solve a difficulty by action. He 
acted now by departing with his armed host to the north, leav¬ 
ing the unguarded city still standing within its broken wall. 

Then for two years, 547-9, the aspect of Italy thanged as 
swiftly as a moving kaleidoscope. No sooner had Totila gone 
than Belisarius entered Rome, inspected it, and summoned 
in his small force. He opened a food market for the inhab¬ 
itants by ferrying supplies from Sicily. 

Hearing of this, Totila’s anger brought him back headlong 
and he drove his warriors at the gaping gates. The Goths found 
the breaches blocked by skillful fighting men aided by ma¬ 
chines. Belisarius' legerdemain defeated all attack until, after 
days of bloodshed, Totila led his men away again to the high¬ 
ways wliere he could be master. Methodically, Belisarius fash¬ 
ioned new gates for Rome and dispatched the keys in evi- 
^ dcnce of victory to Constantinople. 

There Justinian gathered reinforcements, a regiment at a 
time. He no longer refused to raise an army entire among the 
barbarian peoples. Through Pannonia he admitted the Lorn* 
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bards, orthodox Christians—rnonb had gone among tlicm— 
but a close-knit tribal folk> dangerous in war. Narsfi^ journeyed 
up to his friends the’'Heruls to recruit what he ^buld. Leading 
thence an uncouth host, he found the way to Italy barred by 
drifting Slavic folk, sMd his Heruls scattered to assail the^, 
their tribal foes. 

Yet fresh barbaric units reached Italy by water, and Totila 
had no mercy for them. The records tell of a captured Hun- 
nish officer mutilated; an Armenian who answered only two 
words in a known language—Gifckios straUgos, Gilak the gen¬ 
eral—was put to death. Bloody John, who it)si$ted on invasion 
of the countryside, 1^ his horsemen into ambushes of the 
Coths. Once Belisarius. surprised in his camp ^ the Goths, 
had to run with his men to their vessels-on the beach and sail 
away to Messina. Now he used his shipping as he once ma¬ 
neuvered his cataphracts, putting in at fortified ports, making 
his orbit from Otranto to Taranto, to Sicily and Rhegium, 
And now the inland dties were disappearing in the murk of 
convict; Milan lay beyond reach; the imperialists could only 
hold fast to the coasts, including Ravenna, where the new 
church of St. Vitalis was rising. (In another century these 
Byzantine ports of call would grow into trading tewns which 
would become in time free maritime cities, a Genoa or a 
Venice.) 

Already Totila sensed the danger from the sea; he built ves¬ 
sels of his own by the hundred and swore to Pelagius, who had 
returned to St. Peter’s, that lie would wrest away the i$]«kd of 
Sicily. He could not bring the elusive Belisarius to battle in 
the open, and so could not defeat him. 

The kaleidoscope of conflict made no clear pattern. Yet 
new words tell of it. The antagonists of a dozen years before, 
the Romans and barbarians, had become the imperialists and 
Totila’s henchmen. 

Again Belisarius was recalled. He left an able lieutenant in 
command at Rome and instructed him to seed the vacant 
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fields, to grow crops within the walls. TfSen he departed by 
vky of Otrtnto on a galley. For the thir^ time the Goths be¬ 
sieged Rome,^and entered it by treachery. 

Then, in January 550, the sagacious Totila offered mercies 
to the Italians who would be Ins subjects. The fanners would 
be free in cultivating their fields, paying little to their king, 
for Totila’s warriors were liegemen, not hired soldiers; they 
rewarded themselves with plunder or slaves taken in battle. 
Me tried to persuade fugitive senators to return to their homes 
in Rome, and as a temptation to them he ordered racing to 
begin again in the Greatest Circus. 

Faced by the failure of his war after fourteen years, Justin¬ 
ian sat for ]<?ng hours with his great commander in the 
Daphne. Inevitably he learned the only possible means of 
winning Italy: an army of the assembled power of the Empire, 
with money to^ay its cost for years, a fleet to accompany its 
march along the coast, and an able leader to command it. The 
alternative was to yield to Totila's terms and accept a Gothic 
nation in Italy, feudal masters of St. Peter’s basilica. ^ 

Justinian called upon Germanus. His carefree c(^sin could 
go as representative of the Emperor. Germanus, at home with 
the northun chieftains, could lead an army of Lombards, and 
cataphracts with Heruls added, and thread his way through 
the oncoming hordes to Ravenna. There was also Matasun- 
tha of the Amal blood, granddaughter of Theodoric, who laid 
her spite upon Vitigis. If Germanus and Matasuntha married 
in tlnir middle age, many Gothic nobles would refuse to 
stand against a queen of the Amal blood. They could be made 
allies.The way could be prepared. . . . 

Justinian remembered how Theodora had opposed this 
marriage, for Germanus stood very near to his own throne. If 
the plan succeeded and Germanus brought order into Italy as 
he had into Africa there might be another emperor in the 
West 



Aftermath of the 3$^ 

He bade Gcrmap/is make reidy to go. And he ordered the 
ficet of the Prefect of the Isles to make its way to Spain. * 


* ♦ 

$ \PTERMATH OF THE ©ESTFUCTION 

* 

The plague and famine had caused a silent revolution. We 
who live in the mid-twentieth century know only the effect of 
great wars in altering the economy and the societies of nations. 
A plague in the earlier centuries had an effect beyond out im¬ 
agining. It shook apart any civilized society. After it strange 
faces and fresh beginnings appeared. ^ 

Constantinople barely withstood the-shock of the plague 
years. Justinian had lost something of his vitality and deci¬ 
sion. His efforts were bent on salvage, and inevitably he failed 
to sense the alteration taking place outside hts great city on 
the Bosporus. Evidence of it lay concealed in the multitude 
of areals for bis decision. 

Under the new laws an appeal could not be made to the 
Emperor until the higher courts, the Praetorian’s or Quaes¬ 
tor’s, had given a decision. But his subjects persisted in trying 
to appeal to Caesar, and Justinian read all that came to his 
hands. . . . Newborn infants, abandoned at monastery doors, 
were claimed after childhood by the parents—what should be 
done with them? Decision: the children to be restored to tlie 
family, but must not be sold into slavery. ... By perversity 
of death, a grandmother inherits all property of her own chil¬ 
dren and grandchildren—what tax is owing to the treasury? 
Decision: the wealth in bulk will be taken by the treasury, 
and a gold solidus a day paid to the aged woman as long as 
she lived. 

There was evidence of unrest. Justinian decreed that no 
arms should be carried by civilians. Black-markct operators 
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who sold for more than the fixed prices wAuld have their shops 
or vessels Confiscated. Artisans, laborers, and sailors wae not 
to demand of receive increase in wages.**Troops en route on 
the high way s*Tnust not requisition private homes for quarters 
or fine a community for not meeting their demands; the vil* 
lage should provide wliat food and shelter it could manage. 

Dwarfing these numberless details arose the need of an eX' 
hausted treasury and the danger of a sinking cunency. Peter 
Barsymes, who had a Syrian’s lack of scruples, abolished the 
last privileges of the senatorial order, maintained the emer¬ 
gency Aanfeen tax, and levied new taxes. Wealth had shifted 
in the calamity, and must be sought nqw from the o)asses, in 
fees for niarr^ges and burials, in raising the price of bread, 
and confiscating idle estates. 

Peter Barsymes urged Justinian to increase the available cur¬ 
rency by scaling down the standard gold solidus. Justinian hes¬ 
itated to depreciate the cunency. The great Constantine had 
been forced to reduce the gold content of the aureus by four 
sevenths. Since then the gold coinage of Constantinopl^had 
come to serve all the known world. Refugees from Britain 
had received the solidi as a gift and, fingering the devices on 
the great coins, had known that an emperor and a Christian 
cross endured to aid them. Across the limit of the Rhine 
tribesmen of the Thuringian forests “at the thin edge of dark- 
ness’* had paid superstitious reverence to the shining images 
on the coins, saying that they were the ’‘slaves of this lord.” 
At the other edge of darkness in Ceylon, Cosmas the India- 
farcr said that once the King had wondered whether the lord 
of Constantinople could be greater than the more familiar 
Persian Shah-in shah—until he compared tl^e massive gold 
coin of Justinian with the thin silver coin of the Sassanian. 
And in treaties with the Persians, Constantinople stipulated 
that whatever gold might be sent to Persia must be utilized 
for ornaments, not for coins. By now tlie solidus had pene¬ 
trated wherever trade passed; its worth lay in its weight of gold. 
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Characteristically, Justinian refused the request of Peter 
Barsymes to devalue it, but allowed it to represent moreen 
silver—310 obols instead of i8o. (The gold cdfn of Constan¬ 
tinople remained the standard of Europe for tlft coming cen- 
turie$> until in the Idter Renaissance the byzant [of Byzan¬ 
tium] matched the Borins [of Florentine mintage] of the ne^ 
age) 

As with the laws and coinage of the Empire, Justinian's an¬ 
swer to the paralysis of the plague*s end was to force more to 
be accomplished. Because the African coast lacked ports, its 
abundant foodstuffs could not be transported to the hunger- 
ridden provinces of Then the harbors of Carthage 

and Caesarea must be enlarged. The basin of Certhage had no 
defense against raiding Berbers? Fortify the monastery at its 
point. Move the border castella up into the Numidian plain. 
The Slavs were pushing their encampments d§wn from Mace¬ 
donia into Thessaly? Wall tlie coastal pass at Thermopylae. 
The grain Seets could not enter the Dardanelles when a north 
wiod arose? The grain rotted while the vessels beat off the 
strait for N^eks? Build storage towers on Teoedos; unload the 
cargoes there, return the fleets to Africa for new shipments, 
while vessels from the Marmora brought in the stored, dry 
grain as soon as the winds ceased. 

The most vital failure was that of transport. Couriers lacked 
post horses on the Anatolian highway. Then fast sailing sloops 
could take them around by the coast. Ravenna stagnated after 
the wartime ravaging of the countryside. New arterial^must 
be opened up by building cart roads to Rimini and the Po. 
The Logothete, Alexander, would find the money. . . . 

Ruthlessly the man in tbc Daphne denied his people the 
relief of inaction. If one area yielded up its almost insufferable 
responsibilities, the adjoining districts declined. Wliile mer¬ 
chant craft of the Golden Horn reached the far outpost of 
the Middle Sea at Cades (Cadiz) the Lombards made Pan- 
nonia their own, Even the islands of the sea were coming 
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into use^Tenedos and Cyprus as well ns Sidly. Procopius 
complained of Justinian's "senseless building at the edge of 
the sea.” It \tas not senseless, but it was involuntary. Una* 
ware, Justiniah was leading a retreat to the coastal regions. 

' UnpcTceived by ruler or writer, Constantinople was assume 
ing the characteristics of ancient Byzantium, a maritime city. 
iThe Empire was returning to the Middle Sea that had given 
' it birth. 

An example of the immense work carried out by Justinian 
and Theodora in the aftermath of destruction exists today, 
in St. Vitalis. This unusual church was, built rapidly and was 
completed in<^47~8. Argentarius, who designed it, may have 
come, like so many ether artists, from Antioch. Its octagon 
pbn resembles that of the lost Domus Aureus of Antioch. The 
groined vaulting is certainly eastern, with the lovely detail of 
acanthus leaves and birds. 

Archbishop Maximian, who devoted himself to its build- 
came to Ravenna after the capture of the city. St^Vi- 
talis was the first Byzantine monument in the norfh of Italy, 
the other structures being Ostrogoth ic basilicas, simple in 
form and uninspired in decoration. Although plain enough on 
the outside, like Byzantine churches in the East, St. Vitalis 
develops a harmony of its own within walls. That harmony 
begins at the doors and rises to full orchestration within the 
choir space. It draws upon the imagery of East and West. The 
vista^of Moses, the burning bush and the receiving of the 
Law, are from the eastern Septuagint as surely as the minia¬ 
tures of the Joshua Roll. Yet the youthful, Wrdless Christ 
and the four companions of the Evangelists are symbols of 
the West. 

There is a story of the designing of St. Vitalis which we 
may never know. Did Justinian mean it to be the religious 
dedication of bis effort in the West, as was the Hagia Sophia 
in Constantinople? Were the motifs from Antioch inserted 
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deliberately? Did he intend this dedicated church to unite 
Latin symbols with the Greek? Or did the artists fimply iot 
low out their own imagining in those troubled yArs? 

One detail tells a clear story. The likeness ofTheodora in 
the mosaic portrait o^the choir shows an emaciated, pallid 
woman. Only the intent dark eyes are lifelike in a mask of 
pain. 

At that time Theodora was dying. 


^ TESTAMENT OF THEODORA AUGUSTA 

"She sets her stubborn will to overcome things, and when 
she decides a matter she carries out the decision with all her 
energy/' 

So reported Procopius of Caesarea, who en^ed and feared 
the Despoina in her last years. Theodora was setting her house 
in qjder in a manner of her own, At her court in Hieron no 
records wefe kept. Seeking to wed Anastasius to Belisarius’ 
daughter, although both were still in their teem, she brought 
them together in her gardens. Antonina made tf!e journey 
back to Constantinople, determined to prevent the marriage 
of the youthful lovers. 

The gossips of the Augusteum had the tale of how Theo¬ 
dora prevented another marriage. This was the case of Arta* 
banes, a Persarmenian, a rising ofheer and an idol of w«nen. 

It did not seem to have any connection with the Despoina, 
but in reality it concerned her. Artabanes had served Cer- 
xnanus well in Africa, and in so doing had rescued an impres- 
sionable young woman, Fra ejecta, from the hands of rebels. 
Justinian named the Armenian honorary master of offices, for ^ 
Pracjecta was his niece. Nor did Justinian object when Arta¬ 
banes sought the noblewoman for wife. In Theodora's mem¬ 
ory, however, Artabanes had been responsible for the murder 
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of the Roman officer, Tzitas, the husbandcof her sister Comito. 
That had happened in the Caucasus, and there Theodora's 
agents traced'back the life of the flamboyant Artabanes, to 
discover that^he had a wife living, This peasant woman was 
brought to Constantinople. Furious, Artabanes was forced to 
^ve up Praejecta and take back his wife. 

At the Caucasus frontier, mighty Kliusrau puzzled over a 
letter of Theodora to a Christian Persian, urging him to work 
for peace between the empires. ''What sort of a state is this of 
Rome, that it is governed by a woman?" Khusrau demanded 
of his Magians. "Have we anything to fear from it?" 

Another letter of hers found its way,to Rome, to the hand 
of the Pope, •Vigilius, who had known her as the 6gurc in 
spun gold with lappets of pearls seated in the Triclinium: 
"FulSll the promise you made of your free will, to recall 
our father Anthemius to his office”. . . to lift the sentence 
of exile against the old man, honored and concealed as patri¬ 
arch in Hieron. 

The urgency in such letters inaeases with the months. 
When Vigilius will not lift the bar) of anathema of Anthem* 
ius, he is brought unexpectedly to Constantinople—Theo¬ 
dora requiting it of Belisarius—and there agrees to revoke 
the anathema. 

Seldom now docs Theodora take thought for the West. Her 
eyes are on the homeland beyond the Bosporus, the shrines 
of Antioch now rebuilt by her insistence. Her implacable am- 
bitiorrhas been for the older cities of her wanderings. Thence 
go the pilgrims of her House of the Monks. Thither they send 
their reports to her. The blessed John of Ephesus has opened 
the Carian mountains to the Church of her faith, that called 
the Monophysite. In Alexandria Jacob Old Clothes holds a 
cret synod of the Monophysites. In Palestine's hills the Sa¬ 
maritans beg for an end of persecution. If the Augusta will 
speak for them. , , , 

Jacob Old Clothes, aging but unwearied, leaves persecution 
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tchind to hasten through the''deserts, where pillars of cloud 
point the way. His messages are like fragrant naid; they t^l 
of churches rising an8 of deacons and priests needed to follow 
him. There is a bishop in Memphis; there will be a patriarch 
beyond that other river, the Euphrates- ’ 

She summons Peter Barsymes, hated by the populace of 
Constantinople. Her bidding is to protect the eastern prov¬ 
inces, for in them is the foundation of the new Empire of 
her husband. And Procopius writes in his secret history that 
she has bewitched Peter Barsymes by some talismanic art. 

Such scraps from the records reveal only a little of her last 
years. Of what passed, between her and [uitinian nothing is 
known. Did the dark-eyed beauty of the theatenplay her part 
to the last, hiding her illness? No one 3€«med to hear of it, 
and perhaps Justinian was not told. She took her place by him 
in the audiences, hearing the murmur of greeting: "Glory of 
the purple. . . .” 

When Antonina reached Constantinople, Theodora was 
dci^iof cancer in the throat in June 548. When her body was 
placed between the candles in the nave of the Apostles, an 
unusual incident occurred. By the body appeared the aged Pa¬ 
triarch Anthemius, believed by many to have been dead for a 
dozen years. 
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JUSTINIAN ALONE ' 

SAY Justinian grieved too much after Theodora’s 
death. It gave him pleasure when somebody in the audience 
spoke the name of “our welMoved Empress.” He ordered her 
servants to keep the women’s chambers as they were, with her 
belongings in place and her chamberlain presiding over the 
terr^ court; he himself sometimes took the throne seat there, 
to hear those who had unfinished business with the Augusta. 
The religious women in gray garments with black sleeves who 
served tlie cliapel of the Mother of the Light Tower main* 
tained their prayers. 

Justinian’s insistence in following out Theodora’s wishes 
had its effect far from the city. A decree ended the persecution 
of the Samaritans; Jacob Old Clothes carried on his missions 
without hindrance from the Emperor’s agents. Monophysitc 
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bishops returned to their churches jn Alexandria and Antioch. 

At last all the churches of the East were free to fpDow thoir 
ancient ritual. ' ' 

Those who wondered in Constantinople whether the will 
of the Augusta had npt opposed the plans of Justinian noV 
understood that the husband and wife had been carrying out 
the same tash in different ways. Now Justinian was deprived 
of the woman’s gaiety and inflexible determination; nearly <• 
seventy years of age» he faced his decisions alone except for the 
solicitude of the more aged Wanes, who had acted so long as 
Theodora's nientor. 

There was a swift shifting of personal relationships around 
the throne, once Theodora's restraint had been removed. 
Antonina contrived to annul the marriage of the youthful 
lovers, Anastasius and her daughter Joannina. Their names 
disappeared from the public record. Artabanes, the Peis- 
armcnian noble, cast off his old wife as “distasteful to him," 
but the temperamental commander could no longer claim 
Praejecta, who was wed by then to a sound man, Matcellus, 
coiffit of the Excubitors. Germanus carried out the marriage 
with Matasuntha, joining the Amal blood to his own ancient 
lineage, with a prospect that an heir might be b®m to the 
throne of Constantinople and the kingdom of Italy alike. 

Almost inevitably, as personal ambitions flared, there was 
a plot to kill Justinian. Theodora's spies no longer watched 
the corridors, and he passed long hours of the night ungu^ded. 

'The plot came from astute Persarmenian brains, and it fas* 
tened on grievances. A certain Arsaces, who had been con* 
victed of treason and had escaped with light punishment from 
Justinian—a cudgeling and parade through the streets on a 
camel's back—gathered kindred spirits to confide in Arta- ^ 
banes, still resenting the loss of Praejecta, how their great op¬ 
portunity could be seized. How they might easily slay “a man 
who sits without guards every night in some corridor, eagerly 
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unrolling tlie Christian Scriptures in company with priests as 
aged as he.” With Justinian dead, they would have need of a 
protector, to gain reward, and rach they'had at hand in Gcr- 
manus, who pursed ill-will against the Autocrat because Jus- 
tnian had taken the part of a niece against Gemranus in a 
matter of inheritance. Surely, then, Germanus would be 
given the imperial purple, and they would have their reward I 
Artabanes did not feel convinced of that. He was one of 
the many Asiatics who severed family ties to serve the Empire, 
eager for honors; he would not tell Germanus of the plot, but 
he consented to try to win over Justin, eldest son of the great 
commander—and Justin repeated to his father bow the well¬ 
born Persians had reminded him that while he served the Em¬ 
peror for little honor,Justinian gave reward to common men. 
Straightaway Germanus went to an officer he could trust, Mat- 
ccllus, And the very integrity of the leader of the Excubitors 
balked him, forMatcellus would not report to Justinian a tale 
of conspiracy which had not been proved. 

Germanus could not produce evidence simply, because 
Artabanes kept silence while he watched events. Some ofthe 
Persamienians, however, were led to talk within hearing of an 
officer knorm to Marcellus, and by good luck they warned that 
the killing must be delayed until Belisarius returned to Con¬ 
stantinople. (The veteran was then on his way home from 
Italy.) Unless Belisarius was slain with Justinian, he might 
summon up an army to make an end of the conspiracy and 
all connected with it, 

Marcellus believed this evidence. When he was alone with 
Justinian, he explained bluntly what he had heard, 
"Germanus should have told me himself,” Justinian re¬ 
torted, "Why did he delay to do so?” 

^ "He wished me to tell Your Clemency.” 

Belisarius was nearing the dty, and there was little time 
to act. Brooding over the charge, Justinian followed his habit 
of having the accusation written down for judgment. When he 
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ordered the conspirators arrested in their Hornes, aJl except 
Artabanes implicated German us to protect thems^^ves. Wed* 
rily Justinian read through their evidence in the presence of 
fearful senators and silent officers. By such evidence Ger- 
manus, his cousin, w» guilty. And who except the popul 3 r 
Germanus would dare strike at Belisarius, the idol of the 
army? 

Then, to the amazement of those in the judgment room, 
Marcellus came forward to take the blame on himself. He 
told them that he had asked Germanus to delay while he se* 
cured proof of the plot—not to incriminate Artabanes falsely. 
Although this must have sounded like a clumsy fabrication, 
Justinian knew the worth of the unimaginati);e Excubitor's 
word. He dismissed all the evidence, confined his cousin and 
the Persian Magister in the palace under his observation, and 
then proceeded to make use of both of them—after his con* 
sultation with Belisarius—to meet the great n^d of Constan¬ 
tinople. 


$ GATHERING OF THE ARMY OP TH\ NATIONS 

"At this point in the wars,” a chronicler observes of the 
year "the barbarians became undisputed masters of all 
the West.” 

All, that is, except Africa. Elsewhere the military defeat of 
Constantinople was written large on the master map of the 
Wat Office. Beyond Sirmium (Mitrovica) the northern fron* 
tier of the Danube had vanished with its castella under the in¬ 
flux of drifting Slavs. Heruls, and the well-organized Lom¬ 
bards. Again the red Merovir}gian Franks had debouched from 
the Alpine passes to feed themselves and watch the circus 
races—of Totila's ordering—to stamp gold coins of their own 
in mockery of Justinian, who had once called himself con- 
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queror of the Franks and Gcimans, and to organize a con- 
f^eracy against the Empire. In Italy, where Totila reigned, 
the imperial gl^rruons held out only in a fw seaports: Ancona, 
Otranto, and’ Ravenna. In vital Sicily only Syracuse and 
Fanormus (Palermo) held out; for Tctila had avenged him' 
self on the island, building an invasion Beet of 400 sail'^^dd- 
ihg to it captured merchantmen—to ravage and bum the Ro¬ 
man towns, and to fare on to seize Sardinia and Corsica. Thus 
the trade routes across the sea were closing, and Africa itself 
was endangered. 

Again Totila had offered terms of peace to Justinian. Justin, 
ian replied by appointing Germanus (0 command an army 
that would m^ake a last snatch at victory before the remaining 
seaports fell to the Goths. It could no longer risk a voyage to 
Italy by sea. Instead, a fleet was Sttcd out and given to the 
Magister Artabancs—released from confinement in the palace 
—to descend upon Sicily. 

When Artabanes landed successfully, there seemed to be 
hope. Wlien Germanus raised his banner on the Dalnrati^n 
coast, chieftains led in their henchmen to serve'such an il¬ 
lustrious general; Bloody John—now son-in-law to Germanus 
—brought a numems of cataphracts in from Thrace; Ger* 
manus spent his own fortune to recruit more. Justinian had 
given him a free hand to do so, with the available gold re¬ 
serve of Peter Barsymes’ treasury. Matasuntha, accompanying 
the army, received covert messages from Gothic nobles that 
they 'vould not take the field against their former queen. But 
the undertaking hinged entirely upon the name and ability of 
one man, Germanus. To move forward he was obliged to 
clear the Slavs from the valleys leading to Venetia. 

His death from malarial fever in the summer heat put an 
^ end to the expedition. Belisarius was too wearied to take the 
field again. Bloody John might be capable of leading a regi¬ 
ment in battle, but he could not command a war between na¬ 
tions. The army retreated to the dty of Salona for the winter, 
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while Slavic hordes with Kuttigur Huns^froin the steppes 
pressed past it, nearing Hadrian's City. Bands of f'ranks af^- 
pea red along the roads through the marshes oM^enctia, and 
Totila sent ships to blockade Salona, Not much hope was left. 

Justinian would noh admit defeat. Scraping up forces fb 
hold back the Huns and Slavs on the Balkan roads he strength- 
ened Artabanes in Sicily. When the roads dried in the spring 
(551) he sent the scvcnty-five-year-old eunuch, Narses, to take 
Cermanus* command at Salona. With Narses went the last 
reserves of Constantinople, the assembled veteran comitatas 
of Belisarius, and a contingent of Persians under a nephew of 
Khusrau. On the way^to Dalmatia, Narses won over some 
wandering Gepids, and the main strength of hjs friends the 
Heruls, under their hing. «. 

It was a very strange array gathering at Salona around the 
brittle figure of the devoted Grand Chamberlain with the 
golden eagles on his long tunic, and trumpetlrs announcing 
his coming, His presence bespoke the authority of the Em¬ 
pire his peculiar skill lay in winning men to wage \var for him. 
The standard before his pavilion was a painted banner of 
Hagia Sophia, that of the Holy Mother. Narses groclaimed 
that it would bring them victory in battle. 

The strength of the army of Salona lay in its three divisions 
of mailed cataphiacts, with 5,500 armored Lombards com¬ 
manded by their King Audaun. It numbered over 25,000, and 
it had the wealth of supplies and gold that Belisarius had never 
been given. In sending it forth Justinian had broken ail the 
rules of the earlier emperors and himself—that the soldiers of 
Constantinople must be Christianized and Komanized, that 
no barbarian contingents be allowed to serve under their own 
chieftains. It was in actuality an army of the nations, held in 
restraint only by its respect for the Emperor of the western 
world. By that very fragile restraint and the persuasion of old 
Narses. . . . 

The land route to Italy was blocked by the Franks cluster- 
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ing in the northern hills, TKis last-resource army of Con- 
stancinoplf could not turn against the Merovingian invaders 
without having the Gothic ho^t of Tollla on its backs. The 
wisdom of Narses and the experience of John—who had never 
been able to work well with the demanding Belisarius—found 
a safe route into Italy along the coast. With their deet escort¬ 
ing and ferrying the soldiers over the Venetian lagoons, the 
army waded and floated its way around to the port of Ravenna, 
escaping the watch of both Franks and Goths. 

As soon as Totila learned that the imperialists were in Ra¬ 
venna with their strange banner, he hurried north along the 
Flaminian Way, calling on all his forc& to join him. They say 
he made a spjendid figure of a king, gold shining on his arms 
and throat, and a cloak of Roman purple on his shoulders. So 
he rode to the end of his fame and to his death, 

With the powerful Franks at their backs, Nanes and John 
hastened towafd the Goths, throwing pontoon bridges over 
the small rivers in their way. They agreed to risk everything in 
one battle, and it fell out that way at a place called Tagujme 
in a wide valley from which neither army could edsily escape. 
They agreed also to wait for the headlong attack of the Goths 
because if "that failed their own more disciplined forces could 
maneuver at will. 

So it happened. Although Totila had not gathered all his 
armed strength, he drove his horsemen straight at the center 
of the Roman array, which dismounted to meet the charge. 
The Goths used only lance and sword, while Narscs' regi¬ 
ments used their bows, and it was much like the charge of the 
French chivalry at Cr^cy, with the same result. The Goths 
swept against the ironclad Lombards, stubborn in battle; their 
disorder was flailed by flights of anows, until they tried to 
^ draw away, and were attacked by cataphracts on unwearied 
horses. Once broken, the warriOR of Totila fled, to be fol¬ 
lowed fast by Narses’ pursuit. In the gathering darkness a sin¬ 
gle Gepid, cau^t in the rush of men and animals, lunged 
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with his spear a rider marked by a bright helm and flying 
cloak, and so gave Totila his death wound. ^ » 

The polished helift and bloodied cloak wer<^ sent to Con¬ 
stantinople to Justinian. « 


$ ‘'the silence of a primeval age'" . 

As with the capture of Vitigis at Ravenna, the loss of their 
king left the Goths without cohesion. They took refuge in 
hill castles or trooped south to the treasure stored in Cumae. 
The bulk of their Seel, penned in the harbor of Naples, sur¬ 
rendered, and other vessels escaped to o^er coasts Narses oc¬ 
cupied Rome and left to John the task of pursuit that ended in 
the dark hills around Vesuvius, above the buried pleasure city 
of Pompeii. • 

It took a toll of lives, this hunting down. For two days of 
battle ou the volcano's slopes the Gothic warriors held fast 
their wall df shields, until only the wounded and commoners 
survived. Once they threw down their swords, the Germartic 
folk had no more hope. * 

There was uncertainty and new agony in Italy the following 
spring (353] when multitudes of Franks poured south across 
the Po lil^ wolf herds racing into a broken sheepfold. It was 
not an invasion so much as armed masses in quest of loot. 
Narses held his commands within fortifications to let the 
Franks pass south; then the imperialists concentrated near 
Rome, to protect the city and scatter the swift-marching 
Franks on their return. Pestilence broke out among the in¬ 
vaders in the heat of the south. The largest mass of them 
made a walled camp on the Voltumo, and this Narses attacked^ 
without mercy. There is no clear account of what happened 
there. But few survivors escaped the Roman cavalry, and their 
flight carried them back to the Alps. With the departure of the 
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Frankish axm6n/the remaining Gothic ganisons followed 
them or c;^ased resistance. 

There was ?n anxious wintcr'in which^Narses held together 
his own heteiK>geneous command, aided the Italians to return 
to their homes, and kept watch to the4north, where elements 
of Franks, Burgundians, Alemanni, and Goths surged rest¬ 
lessly, awaiting the coming of the Merovingian king to lead a 
- fresh invasion- But Theudebert, monarch of the Rhineland, 
died and no war lord remained to take leadership of the bar¬ 
baric multitudes. Thereupon the surviving Goths made a 
sworr) peace with the aged viceroy of Justinian, agreeing to 
leave Italy forever. The Franks also disappeared into the 
mountain pa^es. Wlien they did so, Narses rewarded and dis¬ 
missed the Lombards, blond giants in armor who might 
prove as dangerous in peace as they had been invaluable during 
a brief hour of battle. They retired slowly through the heights 
to their homeland on the upper Danube. But they did not 
forget the fertile valley of Italy. 

More than twenty years after Belisarius had landed withjiis 
comitatus in Sicily, the war in Italy was ended/‘‘Over the 
land," a chronicler wrote, "lay the silence of a primeval age." 

Tliat silence after the wars was pregnant with change. Vital¬ 
ity had passed, with wealth, from Rome on the Tiber to such 
strongholds as Bologna and such refuges as the lagoons of 
Venetia, where traders joined the fishennen to emerge from 
the channel of the Rialto "like sea birds," as Cassiodorus put 
it. Thg Goths had passed from the scene forever, a$ the Van¬ 
da) race had vanished from Africa. Tliere was no longer a sem¬ 
blance of the Italian-Gothic kingdom of Theodoric the Great 
which Totila had sought, after his fashion, to restore and Cas¬ 
siodorus had served with his pen. Tire aged Cassiodorus la- 
v***bored in hfs monastic retreat within the horizon of the light 
of a single lamp, copying out manuscripts to be preserved and 
"read in far places"—as indeed they were. So labored the Bene¬ 
dictine monks at Mount Casinum, and the link between these 
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two scriptoria would extend to other linV* of the monastic 
centers, into the lost Province, to St. Martin’s on the Loi*e, 
to the missions of the Irisli wanderers, to St. C^luii^ban's and 
St. Gatl’s in the remote mountains—the lifejine that pre* 
served some standards of the past for a new medieval worU. 
But the writings were in Latin, not Greek, and the monastic 
rule was that of St. Benedict, not St. Basil. ^ 

The retreat of the Franks from the nearer Alps to the prov- • 
ince that had been Gaul created a cleavage among tlie peo¬ 
ples. It was certain now that Justinian’s dominion could not 
be extended into Gaul, as he had hoped at one time. Much 
less could it reach the Rliincland or isolated Britain. Beyond 
the banier of the AIp^, along the life line of the ancient cul¬ 
ture, the Merovingian kingdom would mature In the barbaric 
empire of Charlemagne, as Anglo-Saxon Britain would emerge 
from darkness as the England of King Alfred. 

* 

Justinian’s imperium had been restored over the Middle 
Sea, and it remained there, pretty much confined to the coasts 
aiTd islands Sardinia and Corsica were regained with* Sicily and 
the way station of the Balearics, Even before tiie peace in 
Italy, a small fleet from Constantinople fared west to occupy 
New Carthage (Cartagena) and Corduha on the Spanish 
coast, as well as Gades beyond the Straits. Agathias invoked 
poet^ to explain that beyond the Gates of Hercules, those 
who looked out on "the blue western sea” were still, on that 
sandy shore, within the borden of the wise Emperor, ^n liis 
part, Procopius—who had been set to work by Justinian, after 
wmplcting his books on the wars, to write an account of all 
the new building in the Empire—related how a garrison and 
fort protected Septum (Ceuta, on the African side of the 
Straits), where a church was built and dedicated to the Mother 
of God. 

These far ports were guarded by a magistcr mibtum of His- 
pania against attack by the Visigothic state of the interiofj 
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they developed'Ira^e with the Visigoths and provided churches 
for missionary work. They endured thcrc» little noticed, for 
several generations. Nor would By^ntineConstantinople ever 
entirely lose its hold on the Middle Sea. 

<iAnd for the decade of comparative peace during the $50'$, 
Justinian managed to restore the deficate counterpoise of 
power with the northern barbaric elements on the land. While 
the Franks had left the orbit of Justinian*s inHuence, the Lom^ 
bards were fostered^nd led to cliurch service—as a check 
against the uncouth Alcmannf and Thuringians above the 
Alps. East of the Lombard kingdorn, the allied Hcruls witli* 
stood the pressure of the Bulgar-Hum. The restless Slavs re* 
mamed beyond conversion or control, p'ashing their forest set* 
tlemcnls down toward the cities of Greece, but never uniting 
—as the Hunnic tribes were likely to do—for an armed inva¬ 
sion. In fact the Slavs seemed to avoid each other as much 
as they avoided other peoples. Farther east in the Crimea, very 
much as in Spain, the ports established wary trade relations 
with the strong Kutrigur Huns. But along the river Don the 
Hunnic tribes were projected inward by the advance of fhe 
more powerful Avars. 

At the eftd of the Euxine an army of Constantinople recap¬ 
tured the vita! bridgehead of Petra, thus barring the Persians 
from this second inland sea. From Petra, roads were opened 
through the mountains of the Laei, and along those roads the 
mission a ty*trader pioneers penetrated to other people of the 
Caucasus. In ^58 a khagan of the Avars was persuaded to visit 
Constantinople—as a possible ally against the Huns. The 
nearer shores from the Dnieper to the Caspian provided the 
raw stuffs so badly needed for the recuperation of Constanti¬ 
nople—tlie grain, dried iish and fruits, salt, and hides. But the 
^^ravan route through the northern steppes toward China 
could not be opened. 

Then two Nestorian monks wrought something like a mira¬ 
cle to aid Justinian. They found their way in from the limbo 
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beyond Samarkand, from Sewndw (which May have been 
Turkcjtan rather than ClUiia). These bearded monks, ageats 
of Justinian, carried^with them a cane with eggsV the silk¬ 
worm hidden in it. That was the secret of the^ilk, they said, 
the wom« that spun,the slight thread. Hitherto Constanti¬ 
nople had been forced to buy the woven thread from Persian 
markets. ' 

Justinian sent the monks to Syria, to nourish the priceless « 
eggs in manure on that warm coast, and^if Cod aided them 
—to feed the young worms on mulberry leaves until they 
could breed. Years must pass before the raw silk of Syria could 
feed the half-abandoned looms of Peter Barsymes’ ailing silk 
industry. Yet the har'dy Nestorians had smuggled silk itself 
out of the forbidden Land of the Silk, ^ 

Over this nascent structure of Justinian’s rule, carried out¬ 
ward by the sails of ships and the monks, lay the hard reality 
of encircling dangers. > 


^ THE PORTRAITS AT ST. VTTALIS 

V 

When Narses dismissed most of his victorious army, he re¬ 
mained at Ravenna as Autocrator, and proved himself to be a 
wise moderator. Although he became, as it were, the extension 
of the EmperoPs personality, he did not always follow out Jus- 
tinian*s wishes. After twenty years of chaos there were too 
many scars on the land and its inhahltanb to be healedly de¬ 
crees from distant Constantinople. 

Justinian gave a prefect to Italy, and the Constitution 
(called the Pragmatic Sanction of 554) for its government. 
This was more humane than the earlier exactions of Alcxan-^ 
der the Scissors—'who remained, however, as Logothete and 
attempted to pther all revenues from Greece and Italy into 
one defense and renovation fund. The Sanction forgave war 
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crimes, rcstoicd t<fl liberty there enslaved during the twenty 
years, allowed provinces to elect their own bishops or magnates 
as governor; jt restored their homes to Hiose who bad been 
forced to Icavf them, It ordered payment to teachers in suf- 
vii;ing schools, ''so that young men, trained in the sciences, 
may aid the Roman Empire,” 

• Although Justinian revoked grants and contracts made by 
. Totila, he seemed to take a lesson from the tolerant measures 
of the eccentric Goth—or from the advice of Belisarius. While 
he ordered the repairing of the aqueducts and the dredging of 
the Tiber to be carried out, he allowed the dole of food to be 
given again to the returning populace of Rome. Property must 
be restored to owners before taxes werd collected from them. 
So little wealth remained, however, that Narscs was able only 
at first to provide new gates for Rome and rebuild the bridge 
over the Anio destroyed in the battles of Belisarius. On its 
stonework he placed a grandiloquent inscription: 

In the thirty-ninth * ye4r of the reign of Ever Trium¬ 
phant fvstinian, out Lord and father of the country, ^ 
Sarees, late Grand Chamherfam of the Sacred Talace, 
Ex-Coruul and Patrician, victor in open battle with 
marvel^ celerity over the Goths, erected this bridge and 
cleansed the river. 

So the eunuch from the Fenian mountains placed bis titles 
and achievement above a stream on the Salarian Way. Tliere 
was, however, a truth behind his fantasy; as Justinian's vice¬ 
roy Narscs embodied the sole dignity and power in the West, 
Yet despite his efforts the gulf between East and West was 
widening; young Italians looked upon him as the creature of a 
strange Greek emperor. 

With the departure of the last Goths, the ancient city on 
one side of the Tiber lost its remaining significance, The sen- 

* As thh bridge was built in SS7, Nafses must have given the ynn of 
Justin/an's teign froffi the ioauguntion of Justin, in 
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itt followed the patricians intv oblivion. Maries did not have 
Belisaiius* respect for the monuments; he confined his efforts 
to repairing some cllurches, <fnd took marble f|om«the forum 
of Constantine to build a new edifice, that 0^ the Apostles. 
Perhaps this was mor^than a diplomatic gesture; he may h^e 
sensed that the Christian basilicas in this inanimate city 
would become the gathering places of its people. At least tft 
took thought for the community of churches when he re^ • 
strained Pelagius. 

That high-spirited archdeacon wrote to the bishop of Arles 
in the Province begging for money and clothing to be sent to 
the city, ''so poor and bare of everything that we cannot look 
upon our companions without anguish of hear^” Pelagius had 
been named as Pope in the West by^Justinian, to succeed 
Vigilius (who had yielded to Theodora's pleading and to the 
will of the Council at Constantinople), who died on his jour¬ 
ney back to Italy with the new Constitutior^of government, 
But this was a year of evil omens, with floods devastating the 
fields and pestilence reappearing in the tracks of the Franks. 

In tlie popXilar mind these evils sprang from the advent of the 
Greek Emperors rule, and Pelagius himself was tainted by 
them. Justinian realized that the sole authority in’ 4 taly rested 
in the basilica of Peter, across the river from Rome, 

When the outlying bishops failed to come to St. Peter's at 
Pelagius' bidding, the new Pope called on Narses to use the 
army to enforce obedience, but Narses wisely refused, leaving 
the churches to make their own peace with the piinjat^ Then 
Pelagius walked with him through the streets to his basilica, 
and there in the pulpit lifted high the Gospels in an act of 
purgation of evil, calling upon his followers to witness it. 
There was a beginning made, not of authority but of a calling 
to the altar of Peter the Apostle. ^ 

In the ensuing years of darkness the worship of Mary the 
Mother increased. The long basilica of Sta. Maria (Maggiore) 
was restored by the hands of workmen who had no other work. 
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By the empty KoAim the Sta/Maria in Cosmiden gained its 
ntosaic picfuring of remote scenes of the Annunication and 
Crucifixion—rot scenes of the dlder Orient, but images of the 
western mfndr A twelve-year-old boy, Gregory, son of a noble 
family, must have wandered between tHis small edifice of Mary 
and the empty Colosseum where tumblers sometimes forked 
their legs or made bears dance for copper obols thrown to 
' them. Surely Gregory must have read the words of prophecy 
carved in the weathered stone: While shnds the Colisaeue, 
Rome shall stand. In this manner he lived among imagined 
things, in a stagnation of life that was real. And when Greg¬ 
ory became primate of St. Peter’s, he turned to the imagina¬ 
tion of a different world, and he spoke with authority. His 
voice was the first of the Rome of the popes. 

Narses had his quarters in an abandoned palace on the 
Capitol in e, but he journeyed often to Ravenna, the residence 
of Justinian’s nile, and of the exarchs of Constantinople in the 
generations to come. At the entrance to St. Martin’s—com¬ 
pleted by Justinian’s order, not yet dedicated to St. Apolli- 
naris—a mosaic portrait of the Emperor stood. Bu? the octag¬ 
onal church of St. Vitalis, now finished in the last details, be¬ 
came the cathedral of the people. Within it Justinian had had 
the artists picture the Biblical story of the Septuagint, the im¬ 
agery of the East. 

Oddly enough, his likeness and Theodora's (n St. Vitalis 
have nothing imperial about them except the regalia on heads 
and breast that they always wore. They are not enthroned; 
they stand with others in two groups, low in the apse. Their 
hands hold offerings, Theodora’s being a chalice. Her purple 
mantle bears, in embroidery, the Three Magi. A silentiary 
holds back the curtain by which she has entered. The ladies 
<^attending her are as tall as she, in as richly colored robes. 

Up to a point, these are life portraits. Yet they do not stand 
upon a visible ground. Seemingly suspended, facing the hu¬ 
man observers, the grouped figures appear to sway in a curious 
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motion, entirely apart from the spectators. CWstered together, 
in this manner they face eternity, » 

The mosaics of St* Vitalis ^minated Italian trt^r this and 
the following century. By then they had become something 
strange, to Italian eyes» portraits of the Byzantines. * 

Two cerjturies later, when Charlemagne of the Rhineland 
visited Ravenna, he was struch by the majesty of the building 
and took some of the marble facings from it to ornament his * 
small cathedral at Aix. In planning this, he copied the design 
of St. Vitalis. 


$ THE ^ST YEARS 

For the last ten years of his life Justinian's horizon, like that 
of Cassiodorus, became limited to the circle 6 f light from his 
work lamp. Beneath it upon his table appeared the reports 
fi;pm the outer regions of his world'State. By them he had to 
judge wha! had succeeded and what had failed. 

In other years Theodora had been quick to urge him to take 
action and Narses had been as ready to warn hin? discreetly. 
But the grizzled Marcellus spoke only of matters of duty, and 
the wizened eunuch Callinicus who wore the robe of Grand 
Chamberlain, spoke in ritual sibilants: "If you please . . 

What Justinian beheld within tlie city indicated that he had 
triumphed. The walls of the Chalks pictured IChusrau filming 
away from the gate of Edessa in defeat, and Totila fleeing to 
his death. When Justinian went out through St. Stephen’s 
gate to open the spring festival in the circus, the new youth 
of the demes chanted: "Health and well-being to the Emperor 
of the Romans . . . and victory God-given." 

The Light Tower no longer flamed in warning of invasion. 
When Justinian took his evening walk through the gardens, 
he watched scout ships hurrying in past the palace point, 
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their crews, acdve^ in brown X^U, pulling in the sails . . , 
b^^ng^ng w^rd, perliaps, of India . . . Cosroas, the India- 
fsra had Qakcr a monk's vows in his old-age and had drawn 
a map of the'world, in the center tlie sea that he called the 
Gulf ... so much of the outer world seemed to 
be thronging into the harbor of the Horn, seeking the portal 
df the Chalks ... a new convent for Syrian women showed 
' across the way, on the hill above Sycae where old Justin had 
gone, more than forty years before, to meet the Muns of 
Vitalian. Surely a vast change had taken place since then. 

Like stonus arising from the horizon, word of calamities 
still came in from the provinces. Pcstil«)ce among the animal 
herds—the chemists of the university had dealt with. Earth¬ 
quake through the Aegean islands—the Prefect of the Isles 
had turned grain fleets aside, had done what else could be 
done. Torrential rains, followed by floods, in the Balkan 
valleys. The mah in the Daphne thought of his many Justin’ 
tanas, even while he sat with the Praetorian and his engineers, 
working out designs for flood control. Curials and bishops 
appeared from cities beyond the horizon, to pleaH with the 
Emperor himself that taxes could not be met after their 
disasters. ‘'"Fo Arcobindus, Prefect of the East," Justinian 
wrote, "many have come to us to plead for remission of their 
taxes. But, believing it airworthy to make piece-meal exemp¬ 
tions, we hereby decree a general remission of taxes. Yet 
there shall be no refunding of payments already made." And 
he ad»*ed warily: "There will be certain exceptions to this.” 

So Justinian labored at his table to meet each need, un- 
aware that his orders would not often be carried out in the 
"bitter provinces” by the officials be never saw. When com¬ 
plaints reached him, he would dispatcli a special agent, a 
'Xompulsor, to the scene. A long journey distant from Con¬ 
stantinople, the Compulsor might And it advantageous to 
share an illegal profit, while reporting—as the Shatterers had 
done before him—that he bad seen justice canied out. 
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In actuality the great icfoim of the |ovcmmcnt winch 
Justinian had begun twenty years before had endjiring effect 
only within the city* There prices were kept down* and pen¬ 
sions limited. The gold solidi held their value. But in Cappa¬ 
docia, magnates mint^ underweight coins of their own aitd 
forced their use^ prefects often demanded revenues in grain 
and goods from the curials when crops were poor, and 
manded payment in money during an abundant harvest. A * 
report came to Justinian that Peter Barsymes sold off dyes 
and raw silk from the government monopoly at excessive 
prices that never showed in the accounts. Yet when Justinian 
questioned his Praetonan, Peter proved that silk was yielding 
a profit; the Keeper of the Private Purse gave^evidence that 
^24»ooo gold solidi had been accumulated in reserve, as in 
the reign of Anastasius. 

Justinian kept Peter at work, as he had always kept those 
he confided in, until they broke down from*strain. He had 
no means of realizing that while Constantinople was strength* 
ei^ng, his rule was little more than a dead letter in many 
border pro^nces existing in feudal fashion, forming nuclei 
of nationalities and churches of their own. Where the fimit- 
anei had been withdrawn, peasants sometimes Banded to¬ 
gether for defense; Slavs and Bulgars and Lombards now 
within the borders raised their own harvests and mocked at tax- 
collectors who did not have an escort of armed soldiers. A 
chronicler wrote of the frontiers that "an invasion of enemy 
was less terrible than the coming of the treasury agents/* 

As for the casteHa, built as safety centers on the northern 
border—"not even a watchdog barks in them/' 

Writers of the city itself, paid by Justinian to keep the 
record of his time, had a habit of making one version for the 
old man to study and another for the amusement of their^ 
friends. John of Lydia—who never forgave the cut in his 
pension—worked at a Book of Portents —all of which, it 
seemed, were ominous. The more talented Procopius drew 
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pay for writing The Butfdin^t for "the Emperor Justinian 
who took ^ver the state when it was disordered and not only 
made it greater in extent, but also more illustrious." And 
behind closed doors he vented his spite in the Anecdotes, 
t& be shown to the eyes of a few friends of the senatorial 

order—a rank never gained by the industrious Procopius_ 

^hich bad suffered at Justinian's hands. "He never got his 
611 of seizing property or plundering the homes of affluent 
men, straightaway pouring out the gains of his robberies 
in presents to varied barbarians and in erecting senseless build¬ 
ings" 

Justinian did erect something that appears senseless enough, 
yet may have, had precise meaning in his own mind. That 
was the giant bronze^ portrait statue of himself in the Augus- 
teum, facing east to the gleam of the rising sun. it rivaled 
the statue of the city's founder. Constantine. On horseback, 
this bronze Justinian wore a soldier’s breastplate and plumed 
helm (as did his image on the solidi j, with a half-toga thrown 
over his shoulder, but without any weapons. His open right 
hand stretched toward the East. "And in his left hand he 
holds a globe, by which the sculptor signiBes that the whole 
earth and^ea are subject to him, yet he has no weapon, but 
a cross stands upon the globe which he carries, the emblem 
by which alone he has obtained both his Empire and his 
victory in war." 

Such is the offleial explanation of the statue which resem¬ 
bles no other work of Roman or Byzantine sculpture. Justin¬ 
ian, with his craving for precision, must have ordered the 
details of his efflgy that dominated the thronged Augusteum. 
What did he mean it to signify? Tl«re is a faint resemblance 
to the rock carvings of the great Sassanian monarchs who 


^stretched their hands toward the rising sun on the cliffs of 


Persia, This unarmed "Christian warrior” has puzzled arche¬ 


ologists sorely: yet psychologists miglit find sense in it. It 
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bore tbe legend: Eternal^Clowy. Could ibcxt^rcss the wish* 
fuldllTncnt of a vain man who conceived himsdf to be waging 
a ceaseless war withjut armits? , ’. 

The populace of the Augusteum benches p»t the ears of 
an ass on it when exasperated by one of Justinian’s edicts, 


The earthqualcings tliat had shaken the Aegean islands 
struck Constantinople in the week before Christmas of 557. 
For six days the shocks loosened buildings on their inunc¬ 
tions, and at times during the nights panic drove the multi¬ 
tudes toward the city gates. 

The newer buildings withstood the tremors, but the 
Daphne suffered, and a silentiary sleeping outsjde Justinian’s 
chamber was killed by the fall of a marble slab. That was 
the night when the great dome of Hagia Sophia fell in. 

Skeptics who had prophesied its fall were quick to say that 
the anger of the Lord smote those who had raised the edifice 
in vain^ory. Anthemius, who bad built it against their ware- 
ings, was dead. But Che nephew of Isidore, called back from 
Palestine, decided that the central weight had been too great 
to withstand the earthquake. Tlie dome could be restored 
more in the round, supported by the thrust of outci’buttresses, 
Thus the new dome would be higher than the flattened dome 
of Anthemius. 

Justinian ordered this to be done, and the streets were 
rebuilt Meanwhile, on that Christmas Eve, he had gone 
in procession to the altar of St. Eirene, dedicated to .peace. 
With the ofBcers and silentiaries, an entire orchestra of musi¬ 
cians entered St. Eirene for the first time—with trumpets, 
cymbals, and pipes. While the choirs recited tbeir story, a 
curtain was drawn back from the dais. There Justinian alone 
in a simple mantle with diadem, lighted the candles at the 
altar, and the choirs intoned: "Now Christ is born, who gave 
the crown to kings^ . . .” 
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- ^ FAILURE OF THE COUWaL 

Ironically/the very chuiclies that demanded the presence 
di the Emperor at the altar defeated his effort to reconcile 
them. And tliat defeat came in the Council held in the 
'secretarial chambers of the Hagia Sophia itself—before the 
earthquake brought down the dome. 

It came as the climax of Justinian’s long effort to find a 
single doctrine for the clergy of St. Peter’s and the Monoph* 
ysite churches, which, in turn, differed among themselves. 
(Once, in 518, he liad healed the schism between East and 
West, and the patriarchs of the East testified: "We both 
follow and obey the*apostolic throne.") Toward the end of 
her life, Tlicodora used all her persuasion in bringing Pope 
Vigilius to agree with the Patriarch, Menas, of Constanti¬ 
nople—after B&lisarius carried Vigilius bodily from Rome, at 
her command (548), Then Justinian promised his wife that 
there would be an end of persecution of the eastern sects. 

He attempted himself, even earlier, to bring th'b Orthodox 
Catholic doctrine closer to that of his Patriarchs. By an edict 
in ^44 he'kttacked points in the findings of the Ecumenical 
Council of Chalcedon, called by Marcian and Pulcheria. He 
cliallcnged—in the famous Three Cfwpters—points of Nesto- 
rian doctrine in the Chalcedon decisions. Hoping by this to 
bring the thought of Rome to an understanding with Alexan¬ 
dria and Antioch, he succeeded only in intensifying the con¬ 
troversy. He found that even when Pope agreed with Patri¬ 
arch, their clergy and congregations held inevocably to the 
oldest beliefs. The monks of the Syrian and Egyptian deserts 
defied the prelates, as did the Katholikos of the Armenians, 
'♦and the Nestorians in Asia. 

Justinian invoked his authority as Basileus. In 550 he pub¬ 
lished his own Confession of Faith. It stated that he was 
guardian of the orthodox faith in an almighty God, in a 
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divine Christ, and in a Modtct of God.^Hi used in this 
almost the words of the Episcopal and Roman Catholk 
creeds of today. Thus Juitini^ sought to rcp^r^bc failure 
of Chalcedon by an ^ict of his own. The Patriarch ac' 
knowledged his aathoi^ty, and in fact depended on it, btft 
kept silence as to the words of agreement; the Pope recog¬ 
nized the Emperor’s supremacy in tlie state, not in the* 
Church. The difference was so slight, and still vast as human 
belief, 

Tlien Justinian attempted to bring the primates of East 
and West into agreement by recalling Vigilius to Constanti¬ 
nople. Unfortunately Vigilius did not bring with him Pela¬ 
gias, who understood the thought of Constantinople. His 
escorting clergy were fearful of their w^tem congregations. 
Again the prelates were ^arated by an obstacle that neither 
could put into words, although both, perforce, agreed with 
the Emperor’s wishes. Justinian^s stubbornness clashed with 
the obstinacy of Vigilius in weary months of affirmation and 
di|^nt, of threats and appeals. Belisarius was called in to 
serve as m^senger between them, but Vigilius would send 
no message by him. The Pope called for a World Council, 
which the Emperor wished to avoid. When at ?«xst it was 
convened in 553 in the chambers of Hagia Sophia, Vigilius 
refused to attend it, and Justinian could not. 

Over that Council lay the shadow of Leo the Great as 
advocate of St. Peter’s and the shade of Chrysostom, spokes¬ 
man of the eastern faith. The assembled bishops couljj not 
forget that they had been called together by Justinian’s ques¬ 
tions, which touched upon the decision of the Church, but 
were no cause for a great Council of the Church. They 
merely affirmed his edicts, as edicts. They rendered unto 
Caesar only the things that were Caesar’s. r 

So Justinian failed in his supreme effort to bring his 
churches to a single communion. 

Procopius said, with some sincerity: “He should not have 



29S vm: Jusiirian, First Einperor of the Byzant^es 

meddled with tiie';vay$ of God, which he did not understand.” 

•It seemed then to many observers that this man, seventy- 
six yean«di s^e, had an inhuman foree in him. He went 
unSinching oq his way through conHsgration, pestilence^ war, 
acd earthquake. He took no heed pf the signs of God’s 
anger or of the human hatred he roused. 

' Quick-witted Procopius listened to the talk'—as he had 
barkened avidly to the gossip about Theodora’s girlhood in 
a brothel. “Thus they performed their fearful acts, not by 
human strength, but by another kind.” This concept of a 
demon-ridden Justinian and Theodora, he wrote out in his 
twelfth book of the secret Anecdotes t “Assuming human 
form, they b^me man-demons, to harass in this manner 
the entire world . some ordinary men, of course, have 
shown themselves to be supremely terrible; yet these two 
alone co-operated to bring about calamities in all the world. 
In their case, however, fate assisted them by earthquakes, 
by pestilence, and by the overflowing of the waters of great 
rivers at this time.” 

Another year furnished Procopius with evidence of a new 
danger. This time it threatened Constantinople itself. 


# ir^VASION OP THE J:UTR1CV11S 

It qgme almost without warning. Unseen beyond the north¬ 
ern frontier, the counterpoise of power shifted among the 
barbarian peoples. The Kutrigur Huns made a truce with 
their tribal enemies—perhaps in the mutual fear of the ad¬ 
vance of the Avars. Sagaciously led by a certain Zabergan 
eKhan, they combined with leaderless Bulgars and Slavs to 
form the thing dreaded by Constantinople, a barbarian con¬ 
federacy. 

Information of the destruction caused by the earthquake 
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in Constantinople had percolated throu^ to the steppes. 
The Kutrigurs were familiar with the roads into the Empiee, 
and their attack was^hrewdly*planned. Crossii^ fiie Danube 
while the ice held, in March (559)» and avoi^ng the forti- 
5 ed cities, they struck south across country, grazing th^r 
horses on the new grass. They swept around and over the 
small anny of the frontier, commanded by an incompetent 
general, Sergius. 

“There was nothing then to drive back the barbarians," 
Agathias relates. "No military garrisons with engines of dC' 
fense and trained men to work them. For the Roman armies 
had dwindled to snyll numbers ... no more than one 
hundred and Sfty thousand, some in Italy, s^me in Africa, 
or Spain, others in Colchis [the Lazi ^^ountry of the Cau* 
casus] or at Alexandria gr along the Nile, with a few on the 
Persian frontier." 

In spite of the lack of man power, the planned defenses 
held in two places. The barbarian horde divided into three 
apnics, the largest of them swinging down into Greece, 
where the^fortification of the pass at Thermopylae, built 
by Alexander the Logothete, turned them back. Another, 
checked on land in Macedonia, tried to pass dov^ the coast 
in makeshift barges, to be destroyed on the water by war* 
craft from Constantinople. The smallest column, some 7/500 
strong, drove down past Hadrian's City toward Constanti' 
nople. These seemed to be all mounted Kutrigurs and Slavs, 
led by Zabergan Khan himself in a terrifying marc^ that 
gathered the inhabitants of the villages into a growing slave 
train. 

The Long Wall of Anastasius stood in their way. Thither 
Justinian had ordered the garrison-army of the city, Excubi- 
tors of the palace, students of the military academy, an^ 
the militia of the Blues and Greens. This nondescript force 
hardly delayed the Kutrigur horsemen. They forced breaks 
in the lengthy wall caused by die earthquake and not yet 
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repaired. The>*TOde over tbcr^mps of the militia, who scat* 
tared in flight. The forty miles to Constantinople were filled 
with groups fii soldiery seeking refuge, trains of peasants’ 
carts and heeds of animals driven toward the safety of the 
c^y gates. Mobs pouring into the pQrta Aurca infected the 
crowded Mes^ with their fear. 

' All the elaborate meclunisni of defense had broken down; 
' the numbers of the oncoming Kutrigurs were not known; 
the dreaded horsemen appeared at Melantiadum on the coast. 
Watchers at the Hebdomon sighted the smoke of burning 
villages along the Egnatian Way. Worst of all, panic grew 
in tlie streets that had not known the approach of an enemy 
for eighteen years. A multitude filled the Augusteum, calling 
OR the Emperor to,give protection. 

Characteristically, Justinian had ordered the altar treasures 
of the outlying churches to be brought to the docks and 
ferried across to Chrysopolis on the Asia shore. But sight 
of vessels departing from the harbor stirred the fear of the 
populace. Justinian called for the remaining palace guards, 
Spctkmi and candidates, to assemble outside the Augusteum, 
and for senators and patrician youth to go with them to mao 
the bnd vii\\ of the city. But the populace had no faith in 
such an anay. It would take weeks to bring trained hoops 
from Ravenna or Carthage. 

At this point Justinian called Belisarius to the palace. The 
name of Belisarius would serve to quiet the people, and the 
retirejj generalissimo would know what best could be done 
to save the city. When they met, Justinian's jealousy underlay 
his formal order. Belisarius, he said, was still the count of 
the Stables. In this emergency*—until regular forces could 
arrive over the sea—he should take command within the city. 

<»*‘We give order that you do what you can to protect the dty," 

As he had always done, the veteran of Italy proceeded to 
carry out the order without discussion ot delay. He put not 
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< the least faith ia the gvtat J'heo^osian^wall planned by 
volunteers, but proceeded immediately to move out of t^e 
city with what forct he could gather. •, 

Belisarius called for the standards of the a|my. He sent 
these through the streets with mandators to call for all vetsr* 
ans who had served under him. 

It made a story to be told for years—how the men who 
had fought at the Ten Mile and Tricamaron or the pits of • 
Daras came out of their homes and shops when tire standards 
passed by. They assembled in the Stratcgium parade-ground. 
Tlien Belisarius called for seamen and able peasants, for the 
spears out of the theaters, and planks and metal basins from 
the homes—above airfot horses from the carts and the in¬ 
violable stables of the hippodrome. The veterans were armed 
after a fashion, the palace guards distributed among the civil> 
ians- Trumpeters led th^s inchoate host up the Mesd, and 
the standards went out to meet the Huns. Bolisarius, in mail 
and faded cloak, joked about it, and somehow the fear in the 
city began to subside. 

^Except for a little more than three hundred mounted vet¬ 
erans, this was really a stage army, and no one understood 
that better than Belisarius, It could not witlistand a charge 
of the Kutrigurs. But the superb tactician of the great wars 
could be sure that the Huns would have no understanding 
of what he was leading out of Constantinople. When he 
camped that night at Chettus, a village ten miles out. be 
had a great number of fires lighted, and kept his j^eople 
moving around them, with a display of weapons and metal 
basins. From a distance it would seem that quite a liost 
encamped there at Cliettus. 

Belisarius had had years of experience with Kunriic warriors, 
who feared very little what they saw before them, but ha 
an instinctive fear of what might be concealed from them, 
They were wary of traps. So he set the stage for the next 
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day as he had^soipften set before, this time to make it 
appear as if Zabergan Khan's horsemen were ridmg into a 
carefully ^ 

That is the^ream of the tale told thereafter it) Constanti¬ 
nople*—how the Huns advancing alona a forest road sensed 
numbers in hiding on either side of them, how the head of 
a cavalry column (the 300 veterans) met them in headlong 
. charge, bow the dust rose from a mighty force behind them 
(the extra people with the props of trumpets, clanging boards, 
and flashing t^sins), how the Huns tried to turn and extri¬ 
cate themselves while arrows and spears struck into them 
from the woods, and how they left 400 dead when they Bed 
back to open ground. 

It was a ma^ificent scene of trickery, But without Belisar- 
ius it could not have been played. 


$ THE INVISIBLE FROIVTIER^ 

While church bells pealed throughout the city and the 
shout “Bekaarius has conquered" passed along the Mesd, 
another drama began without attracting public attention. The 
gifted soldier had done his part, and now the strategists 
proceeded to dispose of the invaders. 

All warcraft in the harbor were ordered out up the Bospo¬ 
rus to speed to the Danube. Justin, Germanus* oldest son 
and an able commander, also departed for the Danube by 
land. It was the beginning of the Easter festival in April, 
and the people expected Justinian to place his offering of 
gratitude on the al^r of St. EIrene. Instead of that the aged 
(Emperor appeared, surprisingly, on horseback to lead his 
court entire out of the Porta Aurea to the shambles of the 
Long Wall. At the end of the long ride he went into camp 
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' beyond the wall, to orde^ it ^paired un<^er«his eyes by the 
demes and workmen of the city. , 

No doubt bis jeal<«usy of Belisarius impelledh^ to parade 
out to the battlefields, to share the glory his count of 
the Stables, yet Justinian had a purpose in taking the field. 
Negligence had left t}ie breaks in the wall afta the earth¬ 
quake; they must be built up without a day's delay. The 
danger of invasion had not ended. Up in the Thracian valleys • 
the Kutriguts, licking their wounds, were joining the hordes 
of Bulgars and Slavs driven back from Greece and the Mace¬ 
donian coast. Belisarius occupied their camp by the river at 
Melantiadum, gathering in what forces he could find. Justin¬ 
ian ordered him not !o follow up the Huns. Instead envoys 
were sent to Zabergan Khan to offer ransom in gold for 
Sergius, Master of Soldiers, and all other captives in the 
hands of the Huns. The pagans would be tempted to dispose 
of their slaves so conveniently, for wealth that could be 
carried easily over the Danube to their homeland. 

A few days more, and the first transports arrived in the 
small harbor of Melantiadum, bringing regular troops from 
Salonika. The danger was lessened by that much. But Justin¬ 
ian knew—and Peter the Patrician and the members of The 
Silence in the tents with him agreed—that a few regiments 
could not drive twenty thousand Huns from the wide Balkan 
valleys. Belisarius was recalled, and the army held at the 
coast while solid stonework rose in the breaches of the Long 
Wall. , 

By June the fleet from the Golden Horn reached its desti¬ 
nation, the lower Danube. The war vessels patrolled the river, 
still high after the spring floods. Word of their coming brought 
uneasiness to the encampment of the Huns, who had no 
means of recrossing the Danube if waicraft opposed theiTR' 
As at the forest of Chettus, they sensed a trap being set for 
them, and the inactioir of the Empire's armies increased 
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their foreboding, ^bergan IG\an aCiid his chieftains released 
th^r captives for the ransom money and drifted back toward 
the river. Justin, waiting on events, received orders 

not to opposefthe retreat of the Hans, but to grant them a 
truice. Ob^iently he reported to Justinian when the last of 
the Huns had disappeared into tlie steppes toward the Dnie¬ 
per. 

By tlien the wall had been repaired and the people were 
back in the Balkan villages. Thereupon, early in August, 
Justinian broke up his camp to return to his city. He made 
quite a parade of it, with trumpeters going before the Excubi- 
tors and the banner of Hagia Sophia rising over the army 
standards- The spectacle filled the Porta 'A urea, and the crowds 
shouted at sight of the tall, stooped figure on the white horse: 
“May you reign for long yearsr Beneath the weathered statue 
of the Fortune of the city, Justinian rode into the Mes6, 
where voices cti?d: “Justinian—you have conquered!” 

The chronic/er of that day noted that at the Amastrian 
Forum the Emperor turned away from the procession and 
rode with a few followers to the Church of the Ho^ Apostil. 
There he dismounted to go into the mausoleum, to light the 
two candles>at the tomb of Theodora and make his prayer. 

From the Daphne, Justinian then dispatched a long missive 
to Sandichl, rulet of the Utrigur Huns on the river Don. 
It explained that Zabergan Khan, the rival of Sandichl, had 
raided the Empire, carrying off the gold that would otherwise 
have b^n sent to Sandichl. “We might have destroyed the 
Kutrigurs, but we did not because we wished to make a test 
of your courage and your friendship to us.” If the Utrigurs 
had courage, Justinian explained, they would take their swords 
in hand and take back the stolen gold. By so doing they 
H^ould prove themselves to be true friends of the Emperor, 
their father. 

The taunt and the promise stirred the Utrigun to action. 
Long and savage conflict between the Huns on the Don and 
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those on the Dnieper eithausted their sj^ength and ended 
al) chance of a confederacy. The Kutrigurs did not cross ihc 
line of the Danube apin. ♦ * * ♦ 

The civilized state had chec):ed by stratagem the greater 
power of the b8rbari|n peoples. • 

After two years the Bulpr-Huns penetrated the thinly 
held frontier^ but did not break through Justin’s army of tire 
Danube. But the Bulgars had been forced south by pressure • 
of the Avan, who were still primitive and predatory nomads 
unable to exist by agriculture. 'There was a danger here to 
be met immediately if a greater force than Zabergan’s was 
to be kept from the ptes of Constantinople. 

For the last time* Justinian manipulated ^the masses in 
motion along the fifteen hundred mile^ of plains and forests. 
On the highlands abov^Venetia the Lombards were yielding 
ground to the Franks—Narses sent tidings of them. Mer¬ 
chants from the Don reported unknown Turks crossing the 
Volga, moving south and west. But there was nothing on 
the horizon that might be used to hold back the brute Avars. 

* JustiniaA pvc permission to the Bulgars to settle where 
they were, and dispatched traders to the Avar Khapn. The 
traders persuaded Avar chieftains to journey to thb wonder of 
the imperial city. They passed the Danube and Justin sent 
urgent warning to hold them at Justinian's side until he could 
be reinforced to guard the river. So at the Daphne, Justinian 
played the familiar role of imperial host while interpreters 
could be found to explain the words of the Avar ebj^ftains. 
And every week numeri arrived from Italy to strengthen the 
young Magister Justin. The envoys of Bay an, Khagan of the 
Avars, desired entrance into the lands of the Hcruls within 
the Empire, but Justinian assured them that the Herul settle¬ 
ments would not provide enough grazing land for the roving 
Avars. He suspected that they feared the Turks, but there 
was no way of reading the minds within their broad, gnrased 
heads; they said they feared nothing—and with his gift of 
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gold they bou^t'themselves'wca^ns of every sort in the 
mcrVxt streets- Still, they appeared more ready to move to 
the West'tfjap anywhere—Petftr the Patrician reached that 
conclusion. Accordingly they were bidden to seek the high 
paCtnre lands at the Danube headwaters in the West. 

When Justin had his defenses manned, the Avars were at 
Ikst dismissed, and the Magister was ordered to take all their 
new weapons from them at the frontier. They disappeared 
into the steppes, whence observers on the Dnieper reported 
them moving over the remnants of the Utrigurs into the 
West. There they found the Franks in their way, and savage 
strife began in the upland valleys, draining the Franks out of 
the Venetian /ivers. 

The Lombards could make their settlements undisturbed, 
and along the length of the Danube there was peace. 

"Justinian grew very weary,” Agathias related, "and adverse 
from waging wcr." 


$ "tSE flames op the lamps are DANaNC , . 

When the water clock chimed the first hour of the day, 
Callinicus, who had taken Narses' place, summoned the ves* 
tiaries to bring the mantle with the dark tcblioni he drew 
back die curtain of Justinian's sleeping chamber himself, 
peerin;r into the faint light of the alabaster windows, to make 
certain that the motionless figure on the couch was breathing 
in sleep and not breathless in death. Then, reassured, he 
uttered his sibilant "If you please)" Death might well come 
during sleep to a man eighty years of age, and Callinicus' 
^uty would be to report it immediately to the Count of the 
Excubitors. 

Justinian had to be guided like a sleepwalker through the 
routine of the day. When seated, even in full audience on 
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the dais of Ihe Triclinium^ he i^ould often^cb up and wander 
away. Then Callinicus would dismiss Che officials while tljey 
murmured their response: "Many yea«, manv years, servant 
of the Lord." Those who spoke to him noticed that at times 
he did not seem to see them, and his features would cha^ 
as if he followed out thoughts of his own. At night the guards 
found him wandering through the corridors toward dosed 
doors. Sometimes on cold nights he put on a dark monk's • 
robe» drawing the hood over his head. Newcomers among 
the guards sometimes failed to recognize the cowled figure. 

When Procopius heard these rumors of the palace, he used 
them to add to the twelfth Anecdote of his imaginary demon 
Emperor and harlot Empress: "Men saw in Che palace a sort 
of phantom spirit unfamiliar to them in his place. For they 
asserted that at times the head of Justinian would disappear 
while the rest of his body wandered on as if perplexed." 

This was probably the last anecdote of thcigifted Procopius 
of Caesarea. Now Chat he had finished his eulogy of Justin* 
ian in The BuiWings, he was rewarded with the honorary 
rank of prefect of the dty. That is, he drew the salary of a 
prefect without performing the duties, which in any case h6 
would not have been competent to carry out. • 

Justinian, however, kept on with his duties, even if he had 
to be guided through them in the manner of a sleepwalker. 
His edicts became fewer during those last years, They 

dealt with the oddest things—that a priest must know the 
liturgy and public prayers before officiating—that the 'J'itians, 
a refugee family, should have their property in Rome re* 
stored-'-that the date for Christmas would be henceforth the 
twenty-fifth of December. 

He managed to walk or ride out to be seen at the appointed 
time on festival days. One birthday of the city fell at a tirm 
when there was a drought and harvests had dwindled, and 
a new generation of the demes rioted when grain failed to 
arrive. Again the Blues joined with the Greens, to burn the 
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house of Peter'Bapymes, the (provider of bread. With the 
streets in tumult, Justinian called for a procession to go 
through thein bearing the Madonna of 4 he Way. He called 
for a pilgrimage to the shrines of Jerusalem, and for Count 
Befisarius to attend him. His mandators explained in the 
streets that the grain fleet was storm-bound at the Tenedos 
tcnninal, but that its cargoes would arrive before long in 
the Golden Horn—as indeed they did. Yet the unrest lin¬ 
gered, and because Justinian himself had not been seen in 
public for some time, the rumor passed up the Mes6 that 
he was dead. 

Whereupon the different quarters of the city demonstrated 
in different ways. A few robed senators gathered at the Au* 
gusteum benches in Readiness to enter their old quarters; 
crowds sought the Street of the Breadmakers, and through 
all the main streets candles appeared in the windows. The 
people were praying for their emperor. 

Even after Justinian showed himself—he had really been 
31 and weak—two assassins made their way into the colonnade 
of the Daphne, there to be caught and disarmed by order of 
MarcelJus, The Prefect ordered an inquiry. Servants of sev¬ 
eral magnates were arrested and questioned under torture. 
They gave the name of Isaac, chief steward of Belisahus, 
and Isaac confessed that the conspiracy sought to proclaim 
his master emperor and to retire Justinian to the monastery 
of the Stud ion. Thus their sworn evidence charged Belisar- 
jus with treason. It was given to the tribunal of the senate, 
which rendered judgment in political cases. The senators put 
their heads together and gave a political answer that was not 
a judgment. The criminals, they said, seemed to be guilty 
as charged. 

e That brought the evidence before Justinian for final judg¬ 
ment. He might have condemned the soldier he had envied 
and relied on. Instead, he dismissed tlie charge of treason. 
He confiscated Belkarius’ wealth as a penalty, only to re- 
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store all the properties aAcr seven montl>s. tThc legend of 
a Beltsaiius blinded by order of an evil Emperor and left* to 
beg his food of the wldiers v^o had served ufddr him, grew 
up later, and is entirely false. Perhaps the stdiy came from 
a memory of John of <^appadocia begging food after his down¬ 
fall. Belisahus was left unharmed and undisturbed; but Justin* 
ian had managed during all these years to reduce hia Autod- 
rator to the title of First Citizen.) 

As for the succession, Justinian made his choice known 
to senators and commanders alike. After his death the rule 
would go to the other Justin, son of his sister Vigilantia. 
As Curopalatate, the^ likeable Justin had kept at his side; 
his nephew had taken to wife Sophia, daught^ of the dead 
Tzitas and Comito, sister of Theodora. Perhaps Justinian saw 
in Sophia the likeness 0^ his wife. 

He made other preparations. Artists showed him the ivocy 
bishop's throne made for St. Vitalis—carved "with the lifelike 
people of the story of Joseph, beneath the four Evangelists. 
Justinian admired it greatly, and called upon expert metal 
casters to Tnatch the skill of the ivory carvers in* making a 
sarcophagus for him. They were not able to do that; in the end 
they made for Justinian a sarcophagus of heavy broilze polished 
to a hue of gold, having on its lid a cross of &ne gold like the 
great cross of the Hagia Sophia. 

With the coming of winter in 563 the thing happened for 
which Justinian seemed to be waiting. The new dome of Hagia 
Sophia stood in place, ten cubits higher than the old dgmc of 
Anthemius, finished in its last details, the overhanging cross 
resplendent in flood of sunlight. Against that day Justinian 
had hoarded up happenings in his mind-^the warding off of 
the Avar invasion, the peace of fifty years gained from l^usrau 
by Peter's skill and a heavy price in gold. It ended the lon^ 
Lazic wan, threw open the routes of the Caucasus; it pledged 
immunity to Christian sects within the borders of Persia. 
Khustau, the King of kings, pledged that much to his brother 
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—so ran the words—fustinijrv Caysar of the Romans. More- * 
over Peter the Patrician believed that in this case Khusrau 
would kee^ bis pledge. ' ^ 

Whereupop the aged Justinian gave order for a triumphal 
Cftieiriony. He gave to a silentiary the poem of the dead Paul 
the Silentiary to recite. Twenty-five years before, it had 
Toiced the joy of the first dedication of the great church. This 
time Justinian wislied verses to be added in praise of the 
beauty of Theodora. 

So that Christmas the procession formed again, to escort 
him to the dedication of the repaired church. At the end of the 
colonnade, the voice of the silentiary cried praise of Theodora: 
*The luster of her hair, the whiteness of her skin is gene. 
But—O—her eyes ar? shining.” 

Before the steps of the house of the Patriarch Eutychius, 
Justinian dismounted, and lowered the scepter he carried 
across his left shoulder, while the choirs chanted: “Peace has 
come to this Empire belonging to our Lord, all powerful. Let 
the spirit array of angels rejoice; rejoice, armies of the Ro¬ 
mans, and’yoo, Christians rejoice in praising the Lord.” 

And the elderly Patriarch responded in words of power: 
'^Attolits p^rtas, principes, vesteras , . /' 

At the dais of the great church they helped Justinian into 
his throne seat opposite the Patriarch. His tall, feeble figure 
in shining regalia was necessary to complete the ceremony of 
the Nativity. 

Romanos was not there to hear it, and the gallery of the 
Empress—as they called it now—had no woman in it. Yet 
there was a sense of triumph when the voices of the choirs 
proclaimed . . the fiames of the lamps are dancing be* 
neath the dome suspended in the sky." 

* The ceremony had an odd effect on Justinian. Without other 
visible reason the old man departed on a small journey. The 
records explain that he went across the Bosporus and rode for 
several days throu^ Bithynia. For some reason of his own, he 
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went forth igain in the scarlet l^rge 'of state, up the Bosporus 
to the shrine of Michael Archangel. He seemed to want to sfit 
the places that he htd held ro his mind for io many years. 

Yet the reality of happenings outside his waVs became ob¬ 
scured at this time. In his imagination all the seas lay open^o 
his ships; all peoples obeyed his law. The frontiers, the trouble¬ 
some army, Narses ruling Italy from Ravenna, the cordon 
of missions thrust out into the barbaric peoples—all these , 
were provided for and in order. Were not the hhapns of the 
Juries, a new people approaching the Cimmerian Bosporus, 
coming into the city to be welcomed and rewarded and turned 
if possible against the Avars? Would not Bclisarius stand with 
Callinicus under the two eagles to counsel him in meeting the 
Turks? 

Then early in the spring of that year—565—Callinicus lin¬ 
gered after the vestiari« had robed him, to whisper that 
Belisarius, the First Citizen, was dead. Justinian understood 
the words, but did not seem to realize that Count Belisarius 
would no longer ride into the Chalkd gate, greeting every man 
wth a famihar face. One of them at the Strategium drill-ground 
was heard to say, *'The army will do well enough without 
Belisarius, but what will the Emperor do?” » 

It was noticed then that Justinian became absorbed in the 
one task that had always defeated him. He did not ris^ willingly 
from his seat where the scrolb of the Scriptures, the letters 
of Basil, and the acts of all the ecclesiastical councib spread 
before him. He was obsessed with the writings of the different 
creeds. He was searching for the oldest of them—mysterious 
words of ascetics of the Egyptian desert. He sat over these 
writings under the lamps, seeking—so it seemed—for wha^ had 
eluded everyone. As emperor, he felt the need of finding at last 
the words of a belief that would unite the Orthodox with th^ 
Monophysite and the Nestorian. Often he dozed in hb chair 
after tracing meaningless words. 

Then when they roused him, he would go to the window to 
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peer out at the dome of the chyrch, obscure under fhe starlight, 
would listen for the tramping and chanting of The Sleep- 
less goingrb^. He would listen to a street feller of candles push¬ 
ing a donkey cip the Mesd. As if all such going$*on of the city 
stmts were important to him, the Emperor. 

That went on until the dawn hour, when a silentiary sum¬ 
moned Callinicus to the sleeping chamber, and Callinicus went 
' forth from it to announce to Marcellas, waiting at his post. 
^*Our lord has ceased to exist as a man." 

And Agathias ended his chronicle of the reign of Justiriian 
with the words: '‘He was the first ruler of Byzantium. In name 
and deed he showed himself to be absolute master of the 
Romans." 



AFTERWORD 







|rusTimAN*s NAME has become proverbial So has 4 \is age, We 
speak of his time as naturally as we mention the age of 
Augustus or that of Louis XIV. Yet it is not alw^s clear to 
us why we do so. 

It was first of all an age of transformation. The son of 
Sabbatius did not> of course, enter a Constantinople of brick 
about the year ;ooand leave it a city of marble in 565. ^e did 
leave a different city ruling over a different domain of the 
inland seas. 

His death brought a general reaction. The suppressed fac* 
tions and impoverished nobility of the city felt jubilant reli^ 
at the passing of the "absolute master" of the last thirty-seven 
years. His successor, Justin 11 , complained that he found the 
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treasury exhau5^ed,.the frontier unmanned, and tile whole of 
the Empire at the mercy of barbarian invasion. Justinian's 
adroit masiputition of the outer peop)e$<no longer held (hem 
in check. No woner had Narses been recalled than the Lorn- 
ba»is migrated ($68) into northern Italy, the future Lom¬ 
bardy. 


^ THE POUTICAL BREAKDOWN 

Justin II and his counselors—chief among them his practical 
wife, Sophia, niece of Theodora—turned all effort to building 
up the treasury^ enlarging the army, and defending the Empire 
by active war against the invaders. Constantinople plunged 
into the conflict of decision with Khusrau which the unheroic 
Justinian had soi^ght above all things to avoid. It drew in the 
nomad Turks on one side and the Hunnish peoples on the 
other. The Heruls disappeared as a barrier, and Justin quietly 
went mad *($74). This 'long war'’ of the two dviliied powers 
went on for fifty years. At first the indomitable Sophia held the 
throne withfthe aid of Tiberius, Count of the Excubitors, thus 
restoring the officer-dictator of the early centuries. The new 
wars demgpded able military leadership, and found it in 
Maurice (Mdurifcos) the next emperor ($82-602). That ended 
the dynasty of Old Justin-Justinian. But it did not end the 
mounting conflict with the Persians, the Lombards in Italy, 
and the Avars surging over the Danube. It brought revolt into 
the city. A brutal soldier, Phocas (“Gorgon's Head") led 
mutinous troops to massacre Maurice, his sons, and those of 
his followers who remained loyal to the throne. Phocas closed 
the university. 

Then the maelstrom of conflict obliterated the old frontiers. 
Slavs came in like, jackals with the Avar wolf pack; the 
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militant Persians swept %vti fcbailt Antiock into Anatolia, 
the heart of the Empire, untouched until tlien. In this lyar- 
eclipse of power, a fleet froin*Carthage—the firsk conquest of 
Justinian and Belisarius—appeared, to rouse tie city and cut 
Phocas to pieces with his army. The Patriarch and the pc^le 
entrusted the preservation of the city to Heraclius, son of the 
African exarch (610)—and to restrain him from fleeing baek 
to Africa during the ordeal of the next years. Except for the • 
city, little remained of the Empire. The Persians held the 
wealth of the Nile, the sanctuary of Jerusalem; they entered 
Theodora's Bithyr^ia and appeared on the point of Hleron. In 
their longboats, Slavs of the Dnieper raided the Bosporus. The 
barbarian power of the north reached the Lon^ Wall and the 
gates of the city itself, and in 626 the khagan of the Avars 
boasted: “Only a bird ^n escape from the city now.” 

Paced by destruction, Constantinople sacrificed everything 
for survival—^taking tlie gold and valuables from all the 
churches including Hagia Sophia, drafting all men able to use 
^capons, enlisting slaves for the first time in the army, clear¬ 
ing and hblding the Bosporus like a moat between the be* 
sieging foes. By a supremely daring decision Heraclius and 
the mobile army were sent away in the fleet to entry the war 
to the far Euphrates and Ctesiphon, city of the the Great 
King. With remarkable courage the citizens de^gpded their 
great Theodosian Wall until Heraclius could gain the victory 
in Asia. 

Although he won the last battle, the soldier-emperor Her- 
aclius turned the university into a religious academy. In the 
ordeal of his time building ceased and was not resumed for 
generations; creative arts suffered because artisans served In the 
ranks. The first, glorious age of Byzantine art came to an end. 

So at the end of the sixth century Constantinople became 
a survival center. It was a citadel besieged. Its defenses guarded 
its legacy of western civilization. 
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$ PRESERVATION OP THE LEGACY 

The ancienl^city’States had passed into legend. The Rome 
ofcjbe early Caesars had sickened to^the parasite city that 
destroyed the Empire of the western world, the creation of 
those Caesars. The Nm Rome founded by Constantine the 
Great at the meeting of the inland seas was no longer a new 
Rome. 

By the river Loire the cleric Venantius Fortunatus traced 
on a grave: "Orpheus and his lute are still, What of the songs 
of Ve^l and Homer? Bare bones they are, damp in the 
grave!” 

Constantinople had become the citadel facing east, apart 
from the West, and aroused to new ^eeds. History knows it 
henceforth as Byzantium. And historians with a fondness 
for dates usually«give the reign of Heraclius as the birth of 
Byzantium, Yet there is a newer understanding expressed by 
Nicolai the Rumanian: that instead of being the last 
Roman emperor in the Bast, Justinian was the first'Byzantine, 
and the circumstances of his life made him so. 

The revolution he brought about was too great to be undone. 
More than the consulship, the senate, and the Roman po> 
fgntiores aj)d agentes m rebus went by the board. Slave labor 
yielded to a new awareness of humanity. Justinian's laws 
endured. His successor Tiberius responded, when Sophia 
protest^ at emptying the public treasury: "Our treasury will 
never 1 m empty so long as the poor get alms and captives 
are brought back.” His missionary expansion svent on, but 
turned into the northeast. The melting pot of his Byzantium 
had effect in the western regions of Belisarius' captures; 
rMnasteries and artists pervaded the shores of Greece 
and southern Italy to create the cultured Magna Graeda of 
later centuries. The African coast prospered, largely with olive 
oil, and Carthage came to rival Alexandria in its overseas 
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trade. The Opening of nafigatjpn tfirough the Mediterranean 
sent Syrian and Jewish traders to the moribund tnwn^, of 
Merovingian Gaul with such luxuries as wine and papyrus* 
paper. Those traders came from the markets^ of Justinian's 
ci^, A western visitor^ late in the century, remarked ^th 
surprise that "in Byzahtium everybody works.” Ravenna lent 
its resources to Sc. Peter's church, and the letters of Pope 
Gregory reveal the growing wealth of his people; his manager« 
of affairs was an ArgenUrius, a Byzantine treasurer. 

At the same time, Justinian’s stubborn attempt to unite 
the churches of Rome and the East failed. The clergy of 
St. Peter’s sought contact with the outer peoples to the north¬ 
west, not to the cast.* Gregory the Great sent his missionary 
Augustine to Britain. The red Merovingians became* the 
champions of the church of the Apostle. Under them 
Fortunatus wrote the hymn that is a battle cry: Vexitla regis 
prodeunt—"The Standards of the King Qo Forth." The 
outlines took shape of a Roman Catholic Church in the West 
and a realm of the Greek Orthodox in the East, as far as the 
rivers that^would be Russian, Between them arose an intan¬ 
gible “othemess.” 

Then a cataclysmic force divided the Mediterfanean itself, 
separating Byzantium still more from the West. 


$ TWg CITY SOUGHT BY THE OUTER^WORLO 

The end of the ‘long war" with the Persians (630) bad 
seen the end of much that Justinian sought, as well as the 
downfall of the dynasty of Khusrau the Just, and the end of 
the Sassanian renaissance. It left the two empires exhausted. 
There followed no peace that might have brought recuper¬ 
ation. The Arab invasion began in 632. The rush of tribal 
warriors out of the Arabian desert achieved surprising success 
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against the exhausted forces thr two civilized ^dominions; 
it fouted the Byzantine army in Palestine almost on the day 
it overthrev' the Persian chivalry on #the Euphrates. The 
battletom ci^es of the Byzantine-Persian frontier offered 
litje resistance. The long march of Moslem conquest from 
the Nile to the Loire began. 

» This conquest owed its strength, however, less to arms 
than to conversion to Islam, the new faith of Muhammad the 
Prophet. Islam—Acceptance«-H)ffered a lasting peace and a 
certain kinship in religion to theNestorian, Koptic, and Mo* 
nophysite communities of the East. (This early faith of 
Islam drew lo much from Magian and Jewish and Christian 
belief that it did not appear alien to fhe eastern sects. The 
conflict of the' religions came later to its climax in the cru* 
sades.) It entered Jerusalem and Alexandria without resist¬ 
ance, With incredible swiftness (634-47) ft wrested the re¬ 
sources of Syria fnd the foodstuffs of Egypt from the Empire 
and took to sea to strike at the sustaining strength of the 
Empire, Unbelievably at the ‘'Battle of the Masts" Arab- 
Egyptian warcraft drove in flight the larger Byzsntine Sect 
(655) and the Emperor Constam, grandson of Heraclius, fled 
with his army and court to Sicily. 

Then the city called back its own. The armed forces re¬ 
volted in^icily, killed Cons tans, and sailed back to the Bos¬ 
porus. The land remaining to Byzantium was organized for 
defense into themes—first attempted by Justinian—governed 
by military Sfretegoi. The Moslem invasion mobilized the 
armed'hosts of Asia and penetrated the inner waterways to 
the Sea of Marmora—to be driven back (673) by the city’s 
fleet using the new weapon of Greek fire that burned on the 
sea. 

« 'The outer sea was lost when the invaden overrode Africa 
and the coast of Spain at the gate of the ocean. Carthage 
resisted until 693, and Sidly fell, while enemies closed in on 
Constantinople itself again—savage Bulgars from the north, 
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^ the Arab-lid host from the so^tli—at the end of the seventh 
century. * 

Yet the city was aever beiraycd and never sunondercd. It 
became the desire of all the outer peoples, a^d they g*ivc it 
new names. Moslems knew it as the Roum (Rome) of^hc 
Christians; Slavs of tfte Russian rivers Uunclied their fleets 
toward Tserved, Caesar's City, and then Vikings came over 
the long ways of the sea to the spoil of Mickligarth, the« 
Great Enelosure. Crusaders came and went their way» and 
Venetian fleets emerged from the lagoons to carry Byzan¬ 
tium’s trade. When the Byzantine fleet gave way to the Ve¬ 
netian—relying on it for defense—a Doge of Christian Venice 
transported an army of western crusaders across the sea to the 
first capture of Constantinople in 1204. * « 

One soldier<hroniclcr, Villc-Hardomn, related the wonder 
of the crusaders at the irst sight of the city from their ships. 
“They looked long upon Constantinople. . . . For they 
thought that there could not be in the world so rich a city— 
^hen they beheld these high walls and strong towers by 
which it ^vas encircled and these rich palace^ and lofty 
churches and the size of this city that was sovereign of all 
others in the world. And know that no man was so hardy 
that his flesh did not creep at the sight.'' 

Once they broke into the sea wall these seigneur^nd men- 
at-arms of the West plundered the city of its accumulated 
treasures. They felt—and were advised by their Venetian 
taskmasters—that the “Greeks” of the city were heretics 
only one degree removed from infidel “Saracens." Tlie Ve¬ 
netians, being schooled in Byzantine culture, carried off the 
finest of tire art works. They bore away the famous four 
bronze chariot horses of Lysippus from the hippodrome to 
adorn St. Mark’s. Some pieces of the sacred table of Hag^ 
Sophia may be fourrd in the Pala d’Oro of that church. 

The sanctuary of Hagia Sophia, saeened by the twenty- 
foot iconostasis of Justinian, had been the pride of th^ By- 
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2antines. The iJov^orod Chrpnic^* (Slavic) relies its de* 
stn{Ction by the crusaders: ‘They broke down the twelve 
silver coluffips [of the ciborium]<and the Holy Table [covered 
with gold inlaifA with jewels and enamel work]; they destroyed 
th^crccn walls and the twelve crosses above the altar, They 
shared among them all these things or silver* and stoic the 
Evangel used for the services, and the images and forty cen< 
r sers of pure gold." 

Yet within three generations, the persistence of the By¬ 
zantines regained the looted city from the western con¬ 
querors. One consequence of the return of Byzantine rule to 
Constantinople [1361-145^) was the impulse given to the 
Renaissance in western Europe, 


^ THE ART OF SIXTH-CENTURY CONSTANTINOPLE 

It has disappeared except for a few traces. The precious 
nucleus of.*building$ in Ravenna, however, remaps almosf 
whole. That circumstance has drawn our attention to Ra¬ 
venna* and away from Constantinople, the source of the art. 

'There today we can find little but architectural remnants of 
JuscLiiian^^citv. The Hagia Sophia preserves what was built 
into its waiJs; St, Eirene’s is a mutilated shell, the “House of 
Justinian" a bare facade, The pillared cistern built by Jus¬ 
tinian near the Great Church still serves the city, as the 
Y^re Bjf4n Sarai (“Sunken Palace"). The Daphne palace has 
vanished except for some foundations and mosaic floors of 
doubtful date. 

What of the rest? The bulk of the treasures was melted 
(Ipwn in the last-ditch defense of the city under Heraclius 
at the century’s end; others were lost in the Moslem conquest. 
of the eastern provinces or in the wave of iconoclasm that 
followed. But the greatest loss came at the bands of the 
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heedless cAasaders and avari^ous* Venetians in 1204 —six 
centuries after the splendid age of Justinian, * 

For it was an age^of splendid dowering in^ht acts. Until 
then Constantinople had been something likoia museum of 
imported treasures. Yet the fjftli century in the eastern h^d* 
i terra nean had been fomiative. Like the city itself, a new 
canon of art grew from the meeting of the nations within it*-^ 
Armenians bringing architectural motifs from their moun* 
tains, Creeks carrying from the Crimea the vigorous ''aninral 
style*’ of the ancient Craeco*Scythians, Persians imparting 
the delicate Sassanian designs. Master artists from Antioch 
and Alexandria gave new force (0 the old forms. Unknown 
minds gave simple dignity to the work. “A force and dignity/' 
Rcn6 Grousset believes, “in these golden centuries of^the 
Christians . . . rarely equaled and never surpassed . , . 
[when] the tension bchJeen ancient form and new content 
ceased. This was the work of Justinian from^the beginning of 
the sixth century, in the milieu of Constantinople." 

And Charles Diehl adds: “By the end of the sixth century 
Christian Irt in the east seemed to be transformed-” An 


example of that transfomiation exists in Ravenna. There the 
Christ under the star-flecked sky of the ceiling ef the tomb 
of Galla Placidia (c. 450) is a shepherd and youthful, yet 
draped in a tunic of imperial purple, carrying a a 

spear. The semblance of a shepherd-king still remains. In the 
mosaic of the Widow’s Mite in St. Vitalis the Christ is still 
youthful, but erect in authority, and in some manner diiferent 
from other human figures. That authority would increase in 
the Oriental bearded Christ, the Pantocrator, the eternal 
Judge of later Byzantine art. 

Examples of the minor arts survive only in the spoils 
scattered among Western museums and church treasuries. 
The celebrated chalice of Antioch is now believed to date 
from the sixth century—like the silver Riha paten, also of 
Syria, now in the Dumbarton Oaks collection. This paten 
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reveals a scena of simple realism' except that t& make his 
stgry more clear tlic artist has preser^ted two Christs among 
the Apostloc. Tills same dua!it)i of the human-divine appears 
in the Evangelium (Rossano, treasury of the cath^ral), 
where the lifelike scenes painted by the unknown miniaturist 
are pointed out by the figures of Evangelists in the margins. 
A splendid silver dish dug from its hiding place in Kyrenia, 
^ Cyprus (Metropolitan Museum), shows a realistic David in 
combat with a CoHath. This Goliath, little taller than David, 
appears to be a young, well-armed Roman soldier, and (n no 
respect the monstrous giant of later European artists. Yet 
the supernatural is present in this quite natural scene; a tiny 
deity appears above the combatants. ‘ 

The crude symbolism of the Riha paterj and the Kyrcnia 
dish disappears in later sixth century work. The art is still 
realistic, still popular in its storytellifig. But the symbols have 
yielded to badgrounds of otherworldness. The now-celebrated 
phoenix of Antioch (the Louvre) stands solitary on a mys¬ 
tical rock-pyre in a space marked only by minute flower de¬ 
signs. In the sarne way the majestic Evangelists carved upon 
Maximiao’s ivory cathedra (Ravenna) emerge from a frame¬ 
work of intricate Oriental design. So, in miniatures and 
mosaics, backgrounds of sheer gold and deep blue emphasize 
the" J!'w:^ity behind human forms. Other trappings dis¬ 
appear. l^man statues diminish to architectural decoration 
or dwindle to figures in ivory carvings. Human figures blend 
with an unreality that can be sensed rather than seen. 

Andrd Malraux remarks: “Ahrs, Byzance rign^ s#ul«. L« 
Slides qui d^ouvrent ie sublime des lames ne montrent 
pas un seul visage gui pleure/' It is the discovery of By¬ 
zantine art to suggest eternity without visible sign. Perhaps 
(he truest likeness of the Byzantine Motlicr of God is to be 
found in the Virgin of Torcello, remote from all the orna¬ 
mentation of the church, solitary with her child in the golden 
obscurity of the dome overhead. Agathias wrote of the painted 
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likeness oi in archangel: ♦The worshipper bacomes reverent 
^ and no longer confused} yea, {je tremble? before tlie im^ge 
implanted within hisnself as* if it were the real presence." 

The lost art of sixth-century Constantinoj^ was joyous. 
Romanos called his accented kontakions "songs of prais^." 
The echo of those so^gs sumves in Beneventan chant and 
Ambrosian liturgy. Justinian's people moved to the melody 
of flute and silver organ. Wlicn the artists made the procession 
of tlie martyrs in mosaics on the walls of St. Apollinaris 
(Ravenna), they made a joyful procession; in festive dress the 
men and women cany their crowns forward against a back' 
ground of palm branches. (Scenes of agony, of crucifixion, 
of the mortification *of ascetics came later into western 
churches, seldom into the Byzantine.) « 


^ PRCrrOTTPES OF THE RENAISSANCE 

The majestic curtains, probably silk, that drape 4 the altar 
of Hagia Sophia bore figures of the Bible on one side and 
on the other Justinian and Theodora making offerings of 
their buildings to the Eternal. They disappeared long a^. 
Other textiles with Christian symbols sunoundedj^i^age- 
old patterns of Asia found their way to the shrines of west¬ 
ern Europe. Two superb fragments survive in the Museo 
Sacro of the Vatican. The far-wandering Irish pilgrims took 
back vestments as well as illuTninated missals with tSem to 
Kells and Clonar. Such treasures had a way of wandering-*- 
bome by missionaries or carried to safety in raids during the 
dark centuries that followed Justinian. Tire shroud of St. 
Columban, in tlie treasury of the cathedral at Sens, is 
zantine. And the designs of the textiles of Constantinople 
were copied by weavers in the West. 

Other treasures of enameled reliquaries, delicate portraits 
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in gold'glass, ard jeweled bin^ing^'of sacred boc^s made by 
skilled hands along the Mes^ became models for less skilled 
hands ini.iViglo^xon Britain*or the Caul of the Franks. 

Charlemagoe, King of the Franks-Eventual conqueror of 
th(& Lombards and Avars^was as western and Cermanic as 
the Rhine itself. Yet he made his architects try to copy the 
design of St. Vitalis for his small cathedral at Aix. His crafts¬ 
men imitated the gold and silver rarities of Byzantine origin, 
captured in the treasure-hoard of the Avars. Charlemagne 
himself died while planning to make his way to the Queen 
City of the East, and one of his shrouds was a Byzantine 
embroidery of stylized elephants. 

After Charlemagne, Venice absorbed the arts as well as the 
trade of Constontinogle, That sagacious mistress of the ancient 
Adria's sea planned her cathedral of St. Mark’s after Anthe¬ 
mius’ Church of the Holy Apostles? Venetian artists copied 
the illumination* of a sixth-century Byzantine scripture when 
they decorated the narthex, and in fact all the interior of St. 
Mark’s beats witness to the current changes in Byzantine 
artistry. ^ * 

Until the end of the tenth century Constantinople remained 
the wellsprmg of art in the West. By then—perhaps driven 
forth by persecution of Iconoclasts—masters of her studios 
founlM^^ way beyond the frontiers. Tl^eir influence appears 
in the reab'stic murals of the eleventh century in the great 
church of Kiev. It shows in the simplicity and power of the 
contemporary murals at Ohrid, not far from Justinian’s home¬ 
land. here in Serbia-Macedonia native artists progressed from 
the tutelage of Constantinople to such masterpieces as the 
“Dormition of the Virgin” at Sopocani. 

In a similar manner the artists of Sicily and southern Greece 
T-the Magna Graecia of Byzantium—passed from the in- 
fluerice of the mother city to achieve the haunting magic of 
Mystra, and the jewel-likc perfection of the Capella Palatina 
(Palermo). 


Tht ^ . 

Perhaps Wie last beques*of Constantinople to the West was 
its humanism. When humanists arose^ in the fifteenth- 
century Italian citiea, they looked beyond the ‘Style of the 
Roman Cicero and the verses of Vergil to th^ dynamism of 
Greek thought preserved in the libraries on the Bosporus. 
Visitors like Chrysoloras, the envoy, and Bessarion (1595- 
1472), titular Patriarch of Constantinople, left pupils arxi 
their own libraries in the West. Petrarch and Boccaccio joined ^ 
together in a common hunger for the Greek masters. Aldus 
Manutius (1450-251$) devoted his greatest effort in Venice 
to publishing those masters, compelling his craftsmen to speak 
only Greek and debate Plato while they worked. Tales of 
Aesop's animals journeyed with the philosophers from the 
manusCTipts of Constantinople to the presses of FlorencwrttT^ 
Naples. 

This rediscovery of Greek thought broke the bonds of 
medieval scholasticism in the West. Its spirit,o/ inquiry rather 
than dialectic led western thought beyond Bessarion to 
Galileo. 


$ THE MYSTERIES 

Then, too, there are mysteries stfll unsolved- TS^ain^gs 
in a small chapel at Castelseprio, near Milan, attracted no 
attention until 1944. They show the hand of a master at ease 
in his work some time between the seventh and tHI tenth 
centuries. That master knew the secret of miniature^painting 
in Constantinople, but he felt some influence of the West. 
No one can tell how or why such a masterpiece appeared in 
remote Castelseprio during the Dark Ages. As late as 131^ 
Duccio of Siena followed the tradition of the earlier illumina* 
tors of Constantinople in the pathetic realism of his "Maesta" 
{Opera del Duomo, Siena). The tie between Kiev and 
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Sopocani, and -Palcmlo•^^ystra anH Siena was tKe tradition 
of .Constant!noplc.TTxat trace of the influence of his city re« 
maiiied along the borderlands of fustiniait’s Imperium. 

In the full t^e of the Renaissance came the rediscovery of 
Justinian’s Corpus Juris. Europeans turned eagerly to this 
full presentation of the laws, not because it was a ^'codiflea' 
t'on” of ancient Roman legislation unearthed by diligent 
> humanists in Italy, but because it served a great need. Here 
was an analysis of justice itself. Here the problems of the 
magistrates were laid down, and the needs of the individual 
explained. It offered laws as understandable to the individuals 
of fifteenth-century Florence as to those half-forgotten in¬ 
habitants of Constantinople, then lost to the Turks. The new 
”^pri*<ing presses vied with each other in turning out copies 
of the institutes and^ Pandects and the copies spread over 
Europe, to influence very strongly th^ law of Tudor England. 

Another contribution, much more obscure, came to the 
western printingpresses. The Geographic of Claudius Ptolemy 
of Alexandria was rediscovered and studied eagerly as a mas¬ 
terly mapping of the known world—known, that ts, to Euro¬ 
peans of the early Renaissance. Almost unbelievably Ptolemy's 
maps were engraved upon copper separately by printers in 
Bologna (c. 1462), Rome (i47S)> and Florence (1480). 
BuF^?i»4t5jdid the printers get these accurate maps of an 
ancient scientist who had been lost in oblivion for some 
thirteen centuries? Modern scholars could not answer the 
question. Recently one of them traced the Ptolemaic maps 
to a cc^y preserved by the Byzantines. 

There still remains the mystery of the portolano sea charts. 
These were the deft, accurate tracing of the Meditenanean 
and Black Sea coasts which appeared out of nowhere in the 
hands of thirteenth-century European mariners—much more 
accurate than the efforts of the pseudo-scientists of that time. 
Wliat was the prototype of the masterly portolano chart? 
Only recently, experts began to suspect a Byzantine origin of 
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the charts the coasts—rfiot tlic ihtcrior of Jhe continent— 
cruised so long by the ships ot Constantinople. 

Modem study seegis destined to reveal other contributions 
of Byzantine science to the Europeans of tli^ Renaissance* 
who were too indifferent to aid the imperial city in its ^st 
resistance to capture by the Turks. 


$ T(]B ILLUSION OF HISTORY 

professor John Bagnell Bury, master of East Roman history, 
maintains: "No Byzantine Empire ever began to exist; the 
Roman Empire did not come to an end untiT 1453.” 
then, was Justinian’s city? Professor Arnold J. Toynbee states 
in A Study of History: "’Tlius, de facto, tl\e Roman Empire 
perished in its Central and Eastern proyinces after the 
death of Justinian, as, after the death of Tlieodosius a hundred 
and seventy years before, it liad perished de facto in the 
^est/’ Then what endured in Constantinople for eight 
hundred and eighty-eight years after Justinian's death? 

According to Toynbee, Byzantium lingered oi^ as a dying 
universal state. It was a lifeless shell of the perislied Western 
Empire, a ghost empire that could merely exist, 
creation. This ghost liad become one of the greamusions of 
history. The pontihea) Edward Gibbon in bis notable Dtclint 
and Fall of tha Roman Empire beheld only "weakness and 
misery" in the emperors of Constantinople wlio took tile place 
of his Caesars. Gibbon's great prestige ke])t attention centered 
on the "Eternal Rome" of the Caesars and away from Con¬ 
stantinople, the city that preserved the eternity. 

A very natural prejudice has strengthened this illusion ^ 
our western history. The "grandeur that was Rome" appeared 
to be in our own tradition; Byzantine Constantinople seemed 
to be apart from our past—something odd, and vaguely east- 
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em. It was said and often repeated that Constai^inople had 
fallen under the enervating influence of the Orient. The Ro- 
man Church belonged to our tradition, Ihe Eastern Orthodox 
did not. Crowders became the heroes of our boyhood tales, 
and the strange “Greek emperors'" often played the part of 
villains. After Constantinople fell into the hands of the Turks, 
their sultans became the antagonists of our traditions. 

, Western visitors to the city during the nineteenth century 
described it as something exotic, drowsing over the secrets of 
its past. Writers confirmed the senescent continuation of the 
historians, making a proverb of the “sick man of Europe." 
Few, like Pierre Loti, beheld the beauty hidden beneath the 
strangeness. Keats and Browning were only two of those who 
tribute to the magic of Rome. But they beheld the re¬ 
mains of the city of fhe Renaissance on the Tiber, the Rome 
of the pilgrims and the popes, whiclz could not have arisen if 
it had not beeii for Constantinople. 

And in Venice, how many visitors CTossing the square to 
St Mark's thought of the vanished Holy Apostles in Com 
stantinople which had been its model? How meny remem¬ 
bered that the architecture they admired, and the luminous 
mosaics, cokM never have been created by the artists of ancient 
Rome? 

*r?rsm^altaux warns us, in speaking of the arts: “We can¬ 
not begin to understand the transformation [mdtaTnorphosi] 
of ancient art into Byzantine art unless we cease to see, first of 
all, in the eastern Roman empire the decadence of the empire 
of the west." 

It is clear by now that such a transformation did take place 
in the arts, Before long we will understand that it took place 
also in the civilization—Cassiodoxus’ ciWfitos—of our ances¬ 
tors, There was a great turning point in western history, 
hom the fourth to the sixth century, at Constantinople. 
The illusioD of the ghost empire that would not die cannot 
last much longer. During that time our tradition lies in the 
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dty foundW by Constanitne, Christianized uoder Theodosius 
the Great, transformed by Justinian the^irst, and saved by 
Heraclius. It is a geeat tracUtion. « • 

• 

A$ in the case of the city, the history of its people has l^een 
distorted. During the Ige of Justinian we behold them almost 
entirely tluouglr the writings of Chrysostom, who castigated 
the sins of society. To this castigation, Procopius added his* 
innuendos until Voltaire, for 09e, could dismiss the time as 
'"a silly age." It was not. Because we liear so much of the 
crowds at the racing and of rioting in the circus, it does not 
follow that they enjoyed themselves or fought only in the 
circus. During Justinian’s life they saw ve^ little of the 
hippodrome. 

Today we arc likely to make Voltaire’s mistake in judging 
the people of this eail^ Constantinople. Byzantine society 
may appear to us marked by its obsession^with religion, its 
passion for amusement, and its excesses of violence. The in^ 
^inhabitants, however, lived in an atmosphere of danger. For 
years at a time they were confined within thdr walls by siege. 
The danger of invasion lasted for centuries. Even the estates of 
the great families were confined to the nearest %uburbs, like 
Hieron, from which they could escape at a day's notice byj^* 
ter to the safety of the Golden Horn. Tlie price tbein^tSui^ts 
paid for survival was continued nervous tension. That tension 
sought relief in supernatural aid; it found oblivion in games 
and festivals—and music as well—and it reacted often enough 
in emotional violence. 

Perhaps discerning emperors like Anastasius and Justinian 
understood very well the frame of consciousness in which their 
people existed. At least they were remarlcably tolerant of the 
outbreaks of the factions in the circus; they were patient un 4 er 
the tirades of religious fanatics; they lost no opportunity to di¬ 
vert popular attention to new shrines and miracle-working 
images. When the social history of Byzantium is written, we 
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may gain a new appreciation of the part played by ?he leaders, 

A$ in the case oV the people* their problems have been 
niagnified«dBring Justinian’s reign by wrkers both contempo¬ 
rary and modem. Charles Diehl reminds us that Justinian 
inherited these grim social problems from ancient Borne; he 
did not create them. The son of Sabbatms reached the throne 
to face critical weakness in his state, disorders on all sides, 

' his capital tom by rivalry of the factions, the provinces in 
misery under the practices the public administration, and 
growing poverty draining away the public wealth, He was a 
revolutionary, in setting himself against this traditional mis¬ 
rule. 

'^"^T^Rodora seems to have left no record of herself. Her acts 
remain obscure because they were carried out necessarily by 
the edicts of her husband, and Tlicodora herself was not given 
to explanations. The chief source for her life lies in the wit 
and venom of Procopius, whose tales of a teen-age prostitute 
still titillate western readers. Her challenging personality has, 
stirred th^magination of playwrights and novelists until a 
dozen Theodoras have appeared on the stage and in the pages 
of books, if tiot on the screen. Theodora, however, was only 
ong woman. An Asiatic woman of her birth faced an almost 
imp^?Nftigsk in entering the palace of Constantinople. Two 
merr who knew her better than Procopius speak bluntly of 
their Augusta. John of Ephesus says she was ''a woman from 
a brothel," while Paul the Silentiaiy praises her as co-worker 
with her husband. Add to these simple facts of her life that 
Justinian loved her in a quite uncomplicated way. Whether 
her intrigues aided or harmed the state is beside question 
except for historians. Tlieodora hardly cared. Let it be said 
for her that she was a match for her time. 

Tire real Theodora did not dominate her husband, as is 
often said. We have seen her exert power only during his 
illness in the pestilence; at other times she had to get around 
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him. NorVas the real Justinian “under tU^ influence of a 
favorite. He had an instinct for picking^ien who could get 
things done. Wliiloi he ofttti followed where STribonian or 
Peter the Patrician led, he drove them to i^mplishments 
that enlarge even our modern ideas of what may be achigved 
in a single lifetime. “ 

What was the real Justinian? The writers who worked for 
him, like Procopius and John of Lydia, who bring that remote* ^ 
age alive before our eyes, imagined him to be a dual personality 
bureaucrat who tore up their roots in the past. Until tliis 
generation, historians have described him only as a paradox, 
as part of the monstrous paradox of the dying state that did not 
die. As late as 1949 EVnest Stein said only that his pgrsnnflli ry — 
reflected “the Janus-headed complexity” of Ifis time. 
found in him the riddle of a Balkan peasant who devoted him¬ 
self to restoring the anci&it Roman Empire, The real Justin Ian 
did his best to change it, except for his ^wn authority as 
emperor. 

^ He has been compared to that other dominant ascetic, 

Philip II of Spain. There are striking similarities yet greater 
differences between the son of the Macedonian peasant and 
the prince of the Hapsburgs; the builder of the Hagia Sophia 
could not have imagined an Escorial. Most historians have 
contented themselves with portraying Justinian mgj»^7d?the 
builder of that great church and the creator o?^e Corpus 
Juris, without wondering why he did such things. Dr. E. L 
Woodward, however, sets the paradox squarely before us: 

“Was Justinian a nanow-minded official, unable from his 
exalted station to see the problems of his empire, deluded by 
a subservient court into believing that the world would obey 
his word? Was he in all his life the theological fanatic whom 
Procopius describes as neglecting practical affairs to sit thioqigh 
long nights of controversy with old priests? Or did that fierce 
ascetic nature fret itself away until only imagination was left 
—the gigantic imagination of an age which built the Church 
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of the Divine A^isdom and lool(ed«into the very^es of the 
angfsls of famine afld eaithquake, fire and pestilence^’ 
Justinian 4was that recluse ofnimagination. In the end he 
failed, But fe^ men in histoiy have fought so hard against 
failure. This stubbornness in him bad one consequence, It 
made our modem world somehow different from what it 
might have been. 
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tion to East Rorrtan Civilization. Oxford, 1949. 

Baynes, Norman: Hellenietic Civilisation and East Rome. Oxtoij^, 
2946. 

Brdiier, Louis: Vie et Mort de Byzance. (L'EvoIution de L'Hu* 
monrtd). 3 vols. Paris, 1947. 


3)4 ^ Not^ on Aff^rword 

Lavis, Archibald; N<rvfll Poiver and T^rada m the l^ditenanean 
(a^. 500-1 joo). PTinccton, 1951. 

Lindsay, Byxdntium into £t'ro/)«. Story of Byzantium 
as the First Europe. London, 1952. 

Rui^ciman, Slcplicii; fiyMii(m«CjviiiMtion. London, 1933, 
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In^ 


AtMndflnci (Khunu's secreUry), 

>U, »i! 

Afapidui. Pope, I4S: dnth of. 14S 
A$athiw. iqi, ^47, 26;; quoted, 190, 
}e6, )Ji, saa-1 

AgrippA, Mucus Vipsuiius. 20, i), 
ijt 

AUns, S). 163 • 

Alsric, 

AleiMpm, U9, t$a. 16), 183, 184, 
284. 286 

Akundet. “the Sctssors/' a $8, 260, 
271, 287, 209 ** 

Alnander of Macedoo, 218, 219 
Alfred, King, a8s 

Amatasuntha (daughter of Theodoric 
the Cofh), S47,167, 260; memed 
Ihcobeld, 147 

'Amentiua (Grand Chamberlain 1, $4, 
55 * 58 ^ 

Ambrose, Samt. aa, 178 
Anaicasiiu, Emperor, 40, 41, 44, 4$, 
46. 40. SO* 51. S3. 54, 57. 04, 7), 
81, 91, 94* 97. 90, 10a, i%3, 137. 
158, 144, 201, 29), 329; death os, 
51: a Monophyaile, in 
Anastuius (grandson of Theodora), 
a)9, 272, 277. betrothed to foen* 
mna, a 58^ 

Aneodotee. The (fee Procopius) 
Antes, 16) 

Anthennui of Ttallea, 113, iS4. siS. 
134. 135. >S7. 186, 197, 210. 2a?, 
274. 275.295. 309. J241 «t H«ron, 

197. *98. 9)9 . 

Anhochian^ 2J9R., ai7 
Antonina (Belisariua* WcJ, 121,128, 
152, 17S. ai6, 223, 228. 229. 230, 
231, 233, 263. 264. 273. 273, 277 
Arab, 317. 318. 3»9. 320 
Argcnianus, 272 

Ariadne, Eaipreas, 44, 53,80, di, 83, 

144 

Allans, 23s, 133. 234, >45. 24b. M9 


Anus, 131 < 

In Constantinople, 
2 5 5-7, 520-9 P«nm 
. Artebanci, 273*4. 277, 278? 279, 280, 
281 

Arthur, King, 179 

a ar the Alao, 128; tn Rome, 19 
enais. 80, 81. 

Attila, King of tna Huns, a^ 

aSs 

Augustine, St., 85, 123, 156, 317. 

quoted, 8-9, 2?, 80 
Augustus (Gai^ Julius Caeaar Octe* 
vianus), 9a * 

Aurelian, 12.24, is 
Aurelius, Marcus (Marcus Aurelius 
Antoninus), 3s, 248, 249 
Avars. 119, 337, 2471,286, 298, 305, 
306, 39,311, 3U. 31$. 324 
Avienus, Rufus: quoted, 23 
• 

fiartymcs, Peter. 233, 238, 270, 271, 
27S. 280, 20), 308; nam^ Prae* 
torian Prefect. 233 
Basil, St, 203, 283, yi, quoted, 290, 

197 * 

Belisarius, Count, 58, 78.88, 90. 95. 
96, 97, JOO, 101, 102, nj, 220, 
121,122, s22,227.228, 230,231, 
133, 246. 248, 149, 1S« 153, 154. 
157,162.183,183, 185. s88,199, 
206, 207, 298, 20^ 227, 229. 230, 
23*. 232, 213, aid, 217, 247, 249. 
256, 200, 261, 262, 205, add, 207, 
274. 278, 279. aSo. 281, 282, 284, 
288. 2 89, 296, 29?, 30S, 309. 311. 

i i$. 316; attacks Naples, 
aiighter of (see Joannina); dftth 
of, 31 r: defeated at Rome. 261-4^ 
defeab the Huns, 300-4; “Emperor 
of the West," sodE.; enters Ri* 
venna, 208-9; enters Rome, t $4-8, 





B« 1 iuriu<» Count Ca&sjodo 

6nt ompa;^ i^JlaV> iSW r (£5-7 
Si; tiimti Auiocratot, ’ 1 ao> 14s: q 

named CraiuL 129; oidered home Celer, h 

I from Cmhffeh (from ' $4. 5; 

oioe) aoo. ai^Lf roperty restored, Charlem 

a$S; leetlled fr^i Rome, ) 67 i re* 324 
enters Rome, M. relieves Car* Chn'stian 

thue, second csmpeifn ia a?, j: 

Italy, ssMS; sent aiainst the Per* aeS-s 
pens, axfii.: sent to Afriee, Jijtff.; sad 

sent to oidly, ) 4 sfl>> takes Car* Chrysinl 
’ thaie, laSi triumphant return, Chrywio 

quoted, a6|-6 Chrysost 

Benedict of Nursla, St., 154, eS 7 » 397 , s 

ado, 23 $ Claudisn 

Berbers, is, ia$, ia6. laS, i$o, ($9, • Comito 
ai$, 27X 374.$' 

Bessanon, Patnareb of Constantino* Constans 

pie, 33$ Constant 

■JcSM, i$s, ao7, aoj, 339, 360. 263, 

Constant 

biscu)t«alen fbueaU^’i), »6, 128, stantin 

140, ) 33 . 308 39, so, 

"Bloody John,” 178, 177, 178, 179, i^iei 
180, (da, 307 , and, 359, a6(-3, 394, j 

367, 3 $e, 383, 383 CoDsmnt 

Blues, the, as, 40,79,^8, 89, 90, 91, 155, i 

93, 101, ai'^ 3M. 307 Constant 

Boa, Oueen of Saoirean Huns, 34$, 148 

346 Constant 

fioccacdo, Giovanni, 32s 4, aoff 

Boethius, Anicius Manltus Severinus, 105, 1 

145, 163; ConeoJation of PAstce^ 200, 3 

phy. by, 345 ' 3 J 4 , 3 

Book of Kells, 346 pottim 

Browning, RoWit, $37 Corpus Ji 

BurguRBiaa^ido, 182,183, 284 Cosmas,' 

Buiy.^Pfotr^Br quot^, 317 ajo* a: 

Buta" 3 * 5 - 8 , 2 | 3 , 2 J 3 , 239 
Byzantium (Ml oiso Constantinople), 

J. 4. S9. 43. 45* 56, sod. J6 o. > 03 , qjI 

271, 374. 313, 316.317, 318, 319. K 

124, 5*?: 3W-I0 

Caeair. Gains Julius, 18, 49 Diiie.jJJ 

CalWi iCaiw Julius Caews Cer* 
manieui) 134, *94 oirolus 

CaUinkui. Grind Chamberlain, 29 s, Dorotheu 

508,107, 311, 3*4 

CaConiTts, 199 Ephesus,' 

Capella (Mattienos Capella), 815 Epii^anii 

Carthage, 6.9, 42. d|, 87, 132, 133, Euoaemoi 

134, 1*5, 127, sad, *30, *49-5», 92, 93; 

87*, 3*9, 318 Euphemia 


Ca&sjodorus. Flavius, rs 44 - 5 , 148. 
r *»- 7 , sdi, *d 4 , 358-7, 484, 39 *. 
ladj quoted, * 45 . 166-7, idi, 384 
Celer, Master ot Offices, 44, 93, 93, 

' 54 , 55 , ft 

Charlemagne, Emperor, adj, 291, 
384 

Christianity, *3, S4, 16. *9. ae, 31. 
3 ?. Jf 3 , 151-4. 140. 310 , 319, 
248-52, aSw, 299 - 8 , 9 © 9 , 517. 
93d 

Chryainhlus, 8 j 
C hrywloras. 939 

Chrysostom, St John, 99. 98, 356, 

‘ 3 *’ 

Claudian, 7 

' Comito (Feodora’s sister), 299, 
874 , 309 

Constans, Emperor, 318 
Constantizn (armycommander), 258, 
259 

Constantine (Flavius Valerius Coo* 
stantinus). * 6 , *7. * 8 , 19, ao, 21, 
49, 30, 33, 39 , 49 , 56, 69, 98 , *07, 
ijxr'xii. *36, *37, *88, 234, 270, 
894 , 3 * 6 , 339 

Constantine (Belisarius* officer), *53, 
* 95 , 160, *82: death of, sSa 
CoDstaoKoian, Count of the Stables, 
ud 

Constantinople (see dlso Byiantium ),' 
4, aoff., 48 / 44 . 47 - 8 : 56, 68, d 5 . 
* 05 , lid, * 3 *, 137. » 57 . * 91 - 8 . 
200, 234ft., 279, 2845., 295, 32 s, 
314, 3 » 5 . 3 »^ 5 * 0 - 49 , 380-38 
P^sttm 

Corpus Juris (tee Justiniin) 

Cosmas, the India^voysger, 330, 345, 
age, 270, 29a 

Demosthenes, 46, 79 
Demina, the (see Theodora) 

Diehl, Charles: quoted, 321, ue 
Dioclas (Caius Aurelius Diocleti* 
anus), 14-15. »6,18, 6 % 77, jcs. 
146, 319, 

Dioclelian (aea Diocles) 

Discusiorei/ the: the Shatterers (see 
dso Juitiniin), aei. 202,393 
Dorotheus, 163 

Ephesus, Council of. 133 
Epiphanius. Patriarch, 67, 77, J19 
Eudaemon, City Prefect, 88, 89, 90, 
03 , 93; dismiSKd. 94 
Euphemia, Empress, $9, 6$-6 
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Eutychiui, Pstiarch, jxo . HSgta Sophia {c^<mu#d^ 
EttublMts, th« ("the WelcheR”), * ixi. xxa-xj, i 

51, 5*. 5 >-4- 55. 5b. 67,^70, 7 i> , 


m 


14-7, 


51, ^ ^». 

go, bj. »o>, »o», 107, x87» >9«. 
a*7, aj6, w. 504, |o6' 

Fnnkf, U9, M5. 146, 15 a, )^}i 1^, 
i8o, 185,184, lObr ao7, ajf, a?9, 
a8o, >8), aSa, 283, 264, A5i a^b, 
$0$, 3o6p s»4 

g ilKTic (Mi Van^jsU) 
itileo, 52s 

Cclirn<r« Vandal Kinf, 12), 125, a 26, 
120, 130 

C«pi«. 119, U7, a8» 

G<rmini, ibj. 170. 209 
Cemanua, 4?, 49, >48, 162, 

j 84, iif-i, >99, »95. >99, 293, 
ill. 247, a6S, 369, 273,«77, 2?8, 
279, 2&o: dioahter or. mameo to 
‘ Bloody John. 262: dettb of, 280; 
jent toCaithat^iSi _ , , 
Oibboo, Edward: Drcfin* ana Fall m 
lha Roman Empire, by, baoted, 

Qoldoi Kora, the, 31,35,38, 37. 4 |, 
50, 86, 109, 219, 19X. > 95 , > 99 , 

S x , 27 X, 592, 303, 308, 329 

5, 21, 22, 23, 09 . 90, »0>, »9, 

• J 43 ,146, y 8 , 149, > 5 >, »||, >| 3 , 
155, 283. r 85 , > 96 , >07, 168, XOO, 
*79, 175. >74, >75, >78, X77, X70, 
170, )8i, lb, xb, >85, X99, 297, 
208, 2x3, 214, 215, 22X, 223. 224, 
241. 250, 258. 260, 2$1, 262, 2|3. 
294, 26s, 266, 367, 268, 289, 282, 
283. 284, x88; a<ree to leave Italy, 
284; name Beliiariui Emperor or 
the Weit 206-7 , 

Greece, ^ 5,7-5, 34,119. 27. »36 
Greek’x fire, the, 52. 85, 187, x88, 
i99 ,318 

Crecnj, the, 51* 40, 88, 89, 90, 9>, 
93, 98, 2 >7, 499. JO? 

CreMty. Pope of Rome, 29a. 3i7 

Gro3,7x-2 

Creumt, Reed: quoted, 321 
Hadrian (Publiua Aelius Hadtiaoua), 
Sophia, Chutch of, 44. 58, 

03 . 90, 21*. >J0» 

lOx. X96, X97, 298, 204, 33|. 240, 
34 X, 252,255/ 27a, 205, 299. 297, 
304, 309, 3x0, 3»». J>5, 3»9-20, 


Harith, 210. 222, 250 ^ 

Hellai (a««Oieea) * 

Heradiua. 315, fi6. 318. 329, 329 
Hermofenei, 72,^3, 88. 102, xx2, 
127,105,220,247 , 0 

Herula, 00, 9?, >92, )i8, 1x9, 154, 
x8i, 2x5, 239. »47, 267, 279, »8x, 
286, 305, 3*4 . _ . 

HUron. Sanetuai? of Theodora. 106, 
197, >98. 239. 315,329 * 

J fumanism, 325 

iun$, 23, 20, 29, 31, 49, 50, 71-2, 
96, X18, 12X, X2j, 124, 129. X43, 

• 154/ »73, X79, »84, »:??**»9a, 199, 
20|, 206^ 220, 28X, xSo, 292. 29^ 
306 P<tWR, 314 

Kypalius. $3, 98, 99, xoi, X02, 104, 
232; riained 99; put to 

death, xcs • ^ 

lllustrioua, the, xoS, x99 
JrvtTtutet (ec« Justinian) 
lorp. Nicolai: quoted, 3x0 
Isaac fBelisarius ittward), 308 
Isaac the AnneBiaix, 263. 264 
Isidore of Miletus. 1x4, 134, X35, 
157^ nephew of, 227, 295 
Islam fm Arabs) 

Jacob Old Clothes, xc8, 196. 220, 
274-5. >76 , - 

Jerome, St., X3x; quofcd, 20. 26 
Joannina (daughter of Behunus), 

John, Bloo^ (ta« "Bloody John") 
John of Cappadocia f45, 48, 79. 84, 
86-7, 88, 9», 93. 100,^1147 >37, 
X38, 139, X40, l6x, 162, X93-4, 
195, X99-290, 20 X, 227, 2 20, *39. 
»3C, 251,309; and riieodqra. sa?- 
31; daiightai of. 229-3C7 dismissed. 
94; exiled, 23 >i named Fraetonan 
Prefect, 79; recalled, ixa 
John of Epheaux, 251, 274, 339 
John of Lydii, 45, 8e, 74-5/ 79, >46, 
193, aa8, 256, 293, 33> 

John of Telle, x xo<, death of, 198 
John the Armenian, 120, 124 • , 

John the Hunchback, 50, 51, 5*, 53 
Julian (The Apostate), 2x, 35, 86, 
2x0 

Julian, Brotiier, 251 


lujlin 1, Emperor, 46, 47. 49, 
n. 54. 55/ 57. 5^ 5^. 6 »l 64, 6|. ^ 
b . 75. 95. ni. 145. »»/ 149, 
:9s, jMLntpea Count of the Es* 
coblton. 5irntmed Emperor, S4. 
55, i88nf teifn or, 55-67 
)tutin (CermanuT ton). 278, )o». 

, m. 5?J. , , , . , 

Joifin 11 (luslimin'i nephew) 1 
nimed luccenor. leOjJ 15*14 
Jaitioiin. the Great fFTtviui Petrvi 
$4bb«Liui Jo»tinii»u2], 28. 20. 31. 
33, 54. 55, 36, 57, 5o. 39. 40, 41, 
42, 41, 46. 49. 50. 5‘. Sh 55. If 

S 5, {5, M, 60, 6i, 6a, j 53-'4. M,' 
5, 67, 68, 69, 70-7. 784 79. 8^ 
81, 83; 84. 8s. 86, 87, 88, 80, 90,- 
91. 91. 93. 94. 95, 96. 97. 90, 99/ 
jee, 101, 102.103, 105,106.107, 
108, 109, 110, 113, 115/114. ii|/ 

118, 119, 120, 121,222, 12?. 128. 

135/ 44/135. 136.137/ 
13S, 140, 141. 142-3. A46, 147/ 
248, 149.150,15I/1|3. 1|4.1S§. 

157/158.159/ 190. xSi, 162, 

120.176,100. 281, 282,183.184. 
285.286.187.18^ 1S9. 190.192. 

293, 294/ 195, 196, 197, 298. 299, 
201, 202. 203. 204, 300, 207, 209, 

221, 212. 215. 215, 216, 217. 218, 
319, 220, 232, 225, 126, 227. 328, 
229. 230, 211. 232, 233, 234. a36, 
357. 138. 239/ 249. 241, 245, 3461 

347, 248, 2x9, 250, 2|J, 242, 2|4, 

258,259/ 36r, 265. 266. 268, 269, 
279/ 371/ 272, 273. »75, 278, 270, 
aia. 2B1, 284. 285. 380,287, aeS, 
a89/ 390 , a91'‘8 pauity 399/ 3eo, 
302, 303, 3^, 505, 306. 307, 308. 
504, 310-H, 314/ 315, 31^ 317, 
528, 319/ 520, 523, 324.126, |2?. 
339, 359/ 531, 353; the Aa or. 4, 
315. 331, 325. 329-5^ abohjhed 

the c«r»*uu, 293: called the Aut> 
cnt, ii9i clom Arten churches, 
145; ConfMi^n cf Piitk, hf, 2961 
Corpus Ivrii. of. 76,11 a, 134,137. 
326,331: death or, 522,313; edicts 
of, 75-7. 141-3, 193, 392, ao2, 

215j 269-70, 295, 207, 307J effect 
of Theodora's death on, 276ff4 
^nts aranaty, 104; fnitifuMe, 
262-4. 247. 326: marriage with 
Theodora. 66, missionaTy di- 

S tomacy of, 249; named Consul. 

4: named Count of Domestics, 59; 


Justinian ^nfinusd^ 
named Emperor, 67, 69; NoveUae, 
75 , 238-9, iA\, 240; oath of, 241- 
2; orders fielissrius home, 128^; 
organ 12^ Ditcussor«t, 201; Fern* 
dcelt. 326; plot to ki]|, 277-9; reign 
of, doff., aB8n; silkworm's eggi 
hrou^t to, 387; statue of, 294-5; 
summons Belisarius to protect the 
city, 300; Thraa Chaputt, by, 396 
Juvenal (CMimus Junius Juvenalis), 
35. 47 

Kavadh, King of Persia, 68 
Kayais, 250 
Keats. John, 337 

Khurrau, King of Persia, 184, 183. 

290, 320 , 221, 222, 223, 216-26 
passim, 252, 233, 254. 260, 274, 

291, 7^10, 314 
Kutrigurs (see Huns, 29$ff.) 

Leo I, Pope of Eome, 132, 297 
Leuderic, Commander of the Coths, 
i9r, 156,171 

Lombard^ 219, 152, 184, 24^ 26^ 
7, 271, 279, 283, 264, 280, 305, 
306, 314 / 334 
Loll. Pierre, 327 

Ludan, 242. 243, 344; A True Story, 
by, 242ff, ^ 

Lute. St., 36 
Lupiciaa (see Euphemia) 

Malraux, Andrd; quoted, 333, 328 
Marcallinus, Ammianus: quoted, 25 
Marcellus, Count of the Excubiton, 
186-7, 288, 2|0, 231. 233, 234, 
377. 378, 379,191. 508, 31a 

Marciao, 8 j, 132, 296 
Marinui, Praetorian Prefect, 57, 58, 
59 

Maltsuntha, 267,178,1S5, 3:3.268, 
27^, a8o 

Maurice (Maurikos), Emperor, 314; 
murdered, 314 

Mailmian, Archbishop, 272, 521 
"Medea's fire," (sm Greeks' fin, 
Madiolinun (see Milan) 

Menander, 247^ quoted, 247, 250, 

353 

Menas, Patriarch, 158,181,296. 296, 

397 

Milan, 17, 18. 178, ado, 181 
Monophysite doctnoe, na, 133. 396, 
311.31B; religioo of Tneodora, 274 


the) 
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ip^ 


143,17a. 

Mundus, 5% ^7. 88/ 9o, U. 95. 9^.* 
97. J09; >«». 148,J55. *47; 

a«flth or, 140; Jon or, lunn, 140 
Mycenae, $ 

Naples (h4 cUo BelUariuil* surren* 
aer of. to Totila, a^ 

Nanea, ds, 9i> 9S/ ioo, aot, 10a, 
ISO, 15a, 156. i 6 i, 180, 18a, 189. 
aoj, ai5, aJ9/ »»7/ ajo, aj), ajr 
a6?, a??. a8i, 183, 284. 28?, a88, 
aSSit, 289, *90. a9i, \o$. 311, 
314; named matte; of the awoida* 
men, recelled from Italy, 183 
Neatohus, Patriarch of Cooitanbo 
pie, tya 

Nicaear) Coiiocal! creed 196 

Nika, (he, 83,98-aoo, 104, ac7, ao$, 
J09, 136, 161 
Numidiana, a?;, 173,174 

Odovacer, 144 * 

Ori^. »naror, 98 
OatTOgolha. 119, 333, <44, )66 

Patricius, 44 

^ul.St, nr, rpS, 197. a 10 

raul (he Silend^, 8a, 158,193,310, 

3J9 

Pelagius. 264, i 6 $. 387, 297; named 
Pope in the West, 189 
Peniana, 185. aio. at), aia, at3, 
aa6, 327, ai8. ai9, aao, aat, aaa, 
aaa, aa4, aa?, 233, 2$^, *5*^, 
a88, 3*4, 1*5, 1*7, 3»8, 331 
Peter the Patrician, 60. u^7. >48, 
i$ii tS2. 16a, ai3. 327. 233. 23?, 
103, 196, j09-to, 330 
Petrarch, Pranceaco, 3aj 
Pheiditi, tj6, 157. *91 
Philip 11, nin| of Maeedort, 19,4a 
Philip 11. Km|of Spain, 331 
Phohua, 103 
Phocai, 3t4*tl 

Phocoi: named Praetorian Prefect, 94; 
diemiased, na 

plague, bubonic, aaa, aa;, aad, 234- 
7, 239. 252, 269 
Plato, 6, 48, 78, 323 
Pompeii. 10, 17, 137, 153, 192, 285 
Pompey (Aaa$tft»iia nephew), 102, 
IC3,)04 


Mortophysites A persecuted, 134,^96, Praftecla fulecc 9! Jualinian), 273-4, 
274; persecution cc«es, 376-7 • 377 « 

Moo», 141. >72. 215 Praejecta (uater of Jiutio, mcth»t of 

Cennanua),4? « » 

Pragmatic SanctitQ or 554, 187, 388 
Praaiteles, 318 « 

Priscua (luaHnlaira secretary), 162. 

183, t66, 188, 193, 226 • 

Probui, 94 

Procopius, tai-a, 123,126,143, U9. 
167, i70. 175, 208. 236, 241, 275. 
285, 294. 298, 307. 329. 339. 31*; • 
The Anecdotee, by, 239, 294, 298, 

* 307^ Tha Buildini*, by, 293H. I®?; 
^ quoted, 104-5, )09-io, 126, 

136,140, U3, 168,169,^75, 198, 

* 225, 229 , 232, 334, 237. 239, 205. 
372, 27^ 297-8 

Ptolemy, Claudius, so; Gtegrephia, 

Pufeheria, 23. 24* 80, 81, 84, S32, 
296 ^ 

Pythagom, 36 

Ravenna. 18, 178, 181, 206, 207. 
208, 241, 261, 267, 208. 371, 387, 
39s, 3ti. l^^i to Jut* 
Hrtian, 148 

Refereiidarius. th^ 37, 208, 142, 236 
rhetors, 11, 38, 49. 97. 23©, »47 
Ricimer, 128 

Romanes, 259-^ t86| 227,310, 323 
Rome, 3,4, 6,7. B. 9, to, 11-15 
Jim, 22, 25, 27. 44 73. ts8, 237, 
i$3,157.1641?. *5*' 

200, 218-10, 2658., 208IT,, 315, 
327. 330; Belijariuj enters, 154; 
culture of, lolf.. 145; fall of, 2645.; 
recaptured for Juamian, a84?» 
Romumi, 10, 206 * 

Rufinus, 8^ son of, 299 
Rutilius, 20, 27 

Saba, 195. *96 * 

Sabbarius. Petrus fan Justinian) 
Samson, 3t 
Sandichl, 304 

Severus, Lucius Septimius, 42, 198 
Silence, The, 77-9. *27, 142, S43i 
148,181.285. 2o6. 307, 215, 213. 
234. 217. 3C3 „ • 

snentiancs. the, 40. 5*. 79. 8t. 95, 
156, tso, 197. 295 
SItho. KioB, 250, 351 
Sleepless, ^e, 33, 33, 60, 61, 160, 
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$ 0,207 
IsnsI, 13O1 142; 


Sold)«R’ Reoublk; 149. i $0 
Solomon (fi<1isanuf cni^f of $US), 
1^0, Ul, 14$^/ 1 
Solomon^ Kin|k 01 I: 

statue of, 15H 
Softer, • 

Sophia {wifeof 11), 309, 314, 

Sscth^, 10s, ajOp joo 
Stein. Ematt: Quoted. 3) i 
Slilicne. 23, ao, 208 
, Slotus, 151 
StudJu). )2 

Symmachui. Ouinlus Aurdius, ei.Sjk 
34* 141; srest-irandson of, 14s ” 

Ten Mile' Post: battle, 124. 214. 301' 
Theodibid the Philosopher, 147,148, 
131. i$2i death of. 16b 
TlMMOrt. 60, 61, 62-3, 64, 65, 86, 
68, Ti, 76, 79^. 86, 87. 95. 98. 
^odTlos, S03, 107,108, 128. 130, 

J36, W2, »5^ »6», 162,''194. 195. 

196, *97, 298, 209. 214-15, 218, 
2*9, 226, 227. 220, 229, 252, 257, 
239, 252, 268,272,273, 290, 504, 
309, 310, 315, 323, 350; and Aiv 
tonina, 231-2, 259; and Artabanes, 

3 -4: tad Belisariiu, 233, 258^; 

)ohn of Cappadocia, 79, 227* 
31: and Peter Btrtymes, 27$; called 
^'tbe Despona,” 82: death of, 275. 
27^7; power of, lo^ao, 211-12, 
138. 156-7. 161, 196, 203, 212, 
226, 230, 262. 274-3, 189, 

291,299, 35«-i 

Theodoric Che CoCb, 126, J44, 145, 
_»47. 167, lofi. 2©9. 214 265. 284 
Theodoric the ^^bigoth, 128 
Theddoaius fAntonina’s lover), 229, 
232 

Theodosiua (The Great), 21-1, 23, 
$9,5^42,51,131,134, 257, 527, 


JO, 5 ^ 42 , 51, :s»,» 

319; wde of, 75. 76 
Tneodoaiuj (the Penmi 
81.81 
Theophuoa, 38. 76, 163 
Thaudebel, Kin^ of the Rhineland, 


’enman), 23, 80, 


Thomas (aecretarv), 99, loji coa* 
jrfJemned to death. 103 
ThucTdide^ 48, 121, 170 
Tibertui, Count of the ExcubiCots, 

Ti^nul, Emperor, 316 
Timothaeu. 111 


Titv« (Titus Flavius^ VespQsianus), 
130, 142 

Totila, Icidei of the Goths, 259, 260, 
, 261, 2^, 263, 264, 265, 266, 267, 
268, 2^, a8^ 282. 284, 28$, 291; 
death of, 283 

Toynbee, Prof, A. T.; ouofed, 327 
Traian iMareu ulpius Tiaianus), 9, 
19, 1^, 13, 17.119, 201.242 
TnboBian, 59^. 75, 76. 77, 91, 
iia, 157 , i 6 j, 227, 131: named 
Quaestor, 78 
Tu^, 111, J26, 327,328 
TtiUs, 88,195.199, 203, 309; death 
of, 206,273-4 

Ulhlas, St., 115 

Valcns. Emperor, ai, 86, 213 
Valerian* (Publius Udnus Valeti8< 
mis), Bo. 219 

Vandals of Cabcric, 27, 8y. 86, 119, 
120, 122, 223,124, 225. 126, 12?, 
128, 130, 13$, 142,149. 150, 163, 
20^, 214, 215, 216, 222, 249, 284 
Venetians, 319,121 
Vergil (Publius VergijJus Maro), 22, 

242. 3»6, 125; quoted, 9,11, 174 

Vespasian (Titus Flavius Sabmus V» 
pMionus), 42 

Vigilantia (JusKnian’s^ler), 509 
Vigiliuf Pope, 274, ^ 6 . 297; death 
of, 289 

Ville^HiMOuin: quoted, 319 
Visifoths, 26, 219. 235. 285-6 
Vitalian (of Thraee), Count of the 
Allic*, 49. SOj SI. s6, 57. 58, oB, 
>03. 231. 178. 292: named Caesar 
or the Empire, 5^ death of, 58, 

VitS'iifll.f Church of (at Ravenna), 
241. 167, 272-5. 290. 321, 324; 
mosaic of, 201 

VIti|ii. King of the Goths. 166.167, 

iB: ;i!: ]ll\ 11 ^ III 111 : \lt. 

1|9. 209, 213, 220, 259, 262, 

V^tsirt (Franfoi) Marie Arouet), 
3»9 

Woodward, Dr. E. L<: quoted, 351-2 

Xerxes, King of Persia, 206, aiB 

Zabergan Khan, 298, 299, 302, 303. 
304. 505 
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* •A Note*cn{ the Author 

« 

Harold Albert 4 -amb w« born in Alpin^ Ntw^Jcrsey, on 
September 1,1892. After attending the Columbia School of four* 
nalism, he served as a jirivate in the infantry during the First 
World Wa^ he also served overseas with the Office of Strategic 
Services during the Second World War. He began writing during 
bis school days, starting with fiction, but turning to exploration of » 
the less-known history of the Eas^ith his Owihis Khen {1927). 
That highly successful book was followed by, among others: 
TajTUrlane (1928), The Crusade} (two volumes, S 93 ^M. Omar 
Khayydm {1934), The March of the Barbariam (1940), Alexander 
of Macedon (1946), The March of Muscovy (1948)* T^ City 
and the Tsar (19^), Suleiman the Magnificent (1951), TffSbdora 
and the Emperor (1951), and Charlemagne (1954). Since visiting 
Constantinople for the Skt time when writing The Crusades, 
Mr. X^mb has returned to it many times, an^ has visited every 
corner of the Byzantine Empire except the Upper Nile. When he 
•vis not traveling, Mr. Lamb lives in California. 
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